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" Your Highness," he said clearly, coolly, "I 
fear we bave spies and eavesdroppers bere." 
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EAST OF THE SETTING SUN 
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AR off in the mountain lands, some- 
where to the east of the setting sun^ 
lies the principality of Graustark, 
serene relic of rare old feudal days. 
The traveler reaches the little do- 
main after an arduous, sometimes 
perilous joumey from the great European capitals,' 
whether they he north or south or west — never 
«ast. He crosses great rivers and wide plains; he 
winds through fertile valleys and over barren pla- 
teaus; he twists and tums and climbs among sombre 
gorges and rugged mountains; he touches the cold 
clouds in one day and the placid warmth of the valley 
in the next. One does not go to Graustark for a 
pleasure jaunt. It is too far from the rest of the 
world and the ways are often dangerous because of 
the strife among the tribes of the intervening moun- 
tains. If one hungers for excitement and perii he 
finds it in the joumey from the north or the south 
into the land of the Graustarkians. From Vienna 
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and other places almost directly west the way ìb not 
so full of thrills, f or the railroad skirts the darkest 
of the dangerlands. 

Once in the heart of Graustark, however, the tray- 
eler is charmed into dreams of peace and happiness 
and — paradise. The peasants and the poeta sing 
in one voice and accord, their psalm being of never- 
ending love. Down in the lowlands and up in the 
hills, the simple worker of the soil rejoices that he 
lives in Granstark ; in the towns and villages the hum- 
ble merchant and his thrifty customer unite to sing 
the song of peace and contentment; in the palaces of 
the noblc the same patriotism warms its heart with 
thoughts of Graustark, the ancient. Prince and 
pauper strike hands f or the love of the land, while 
outsidc the great, heartless world goes rumbling on 
without a thought of the rare little principality 
among the castem mountains. 

In point of arca, Graustark is but a mite in the 
great galaxy of nations. Glancing over the map of 
the world, one is almost sure to miss the infinitesimal 
patch of green that marks its location. One could 
not be blamed if he regarded the spot as a typograph- 
ical or topographical illusion. Yet the people of this 
quaint little land hold in their hearts a love and a con- 
iSdence that is not surpassed by any of the lordly mon- 
archs who measure their patriotism by miles and mil- 
llons. The Graustarkians are a sturdy, courageous 
race. From the faraway century when they fought 
themselves clear of the Tartar yoke, to this very hour^ 
they bave been warriors of might and valor. The 
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boundaries of their tiny domain were kept inviolate 
f or hundreds of ycars, and bui one victorions f oe had 
come down to lay siege to Edelweiss, the capital. 
Axphain, a powerful principality in the north, had 
conquercd Graustark in the latter part of the nine- 
teenth century, but only after a bitter war in which 
starvation and famine proved far more destructive 
than the arms of the victors. The treaty of peace 
and the indemnity that fell to the lot of vanquished 
Graustark bave been discoursed upon at length in at 
least one history. 

Those who bave followed that history must know, 
of course, that the reigning princess, Yetive, was mar- 
ried to a young American at the very tag-end of the 
nineteenth century. This admirable couple met in 
quite romantic fashion while the young sovereign was 
traveling incognito through the United States of 
Ajnerica. The American, a splcndid fellow named 
Liorry, was so persistent in the subsequent attack 
upon her heart, that ali ancestral prejudices were 
swept away and she became bis bride with the full con- 
sent of her entranced subjects. The manner in which 
he wooed and won this young and adorable ruler f orms 
a very attractive chapter in romance, although un- 
mentioned in history. This being the tale of another 
day, it is not timely to dwell upon the interesting 
events which led up to the marriage of the Princess 
Yetive to Grenfall Lorry. Suffice it to say that Lorry 
won his bride against ali wishes and odds and at the 
same time won an endless love and esteem from the 
people of the little kingdom among the eastern hills. 
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Two years bave pa8sed*8mce that notable wedding m 
Edelweiss. 

Lorry and his wif e, the prinoess, made their home 
in Washington, but spent a few months of each year 
in Edelweiss. During the periods spent in Washing- 
ton and in travel, ber affairs in Graustark were in the 
hands of a capable, austere old diplomat — ber linde». 
Count Caspar Half ont. Princess Volga reigned as 
regent over the principality of Axphain. To the 
south lay the principality of Dawsbergen, ruled by 
young Prince Dantan, wbose half brother, the deposed 
Prince Gabriel, had been f or two years a prisoner in 
Graustark, the convicted assassin of Prince Lorenz» of 
Axphain, one time suitor f or the band of Yetive. 

It was after the second visit of the Lorrys to Edd- 
weiss that a serious tum of affairs presented itself» 
Gabriel had succeeded in escaping f rom his dungeon. 
His f riends in Dawsbergen stirred up a revolution and 
Dantan was driven f rom the throne at Serros. On the 
arrivai of Gabriel at the capital, the army of Daws- 
bergen espoused the cause of the Prince it had spumed 
and, three days after his escape, he was on his throne, 
defying Yetive and offering a price for the head 
of the unf ortunate Dantan, now a f ugitive in the biUa 
along the Graustark f rontier. 
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AJOR GEORGE CALHOUN was a 
member of Congress from one of the 
southern states. His f orefathers had 
represented the same commonwealth, 
and so, it was likely, would his de- 
scendants, if there is virtue m the 
fitness of things and the heredity of love. While in- 
trepid frontiersmen were opening the traìls through 
the fertile wilds west of the Alleghanies, a strong 
branch of the Calhoun family followed dose in their 
footsteps. The major's great-grandfather saw the 
glories and the possibilities of the new territory. He 
struck boldly westward from the old revolutionary 
grounds, abandoning the luxuries and traditions of 
the Carolinas for a fresh, wild life of promise. His 
8ons and daughters became solid stones in the f ounda- 
tion of a commonwealth, and his grandchildren are 
stili at work on the structure. State and national 
legislatures had known the Calhouns from the begin- 
ning. Battlefields had tested their valor, and draw- 
ing-rooms had proved their gentility. 

Major Calhoun had fought with Stonewall Jack- 
son and won his spurs — and at the same time the 
heart and band of Betty Haswell, the staunchest Con- 
federate who ever made flags, bandages and prayers 
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Evcryhody in Wasliington's 
clrcles adniired the beautiful ì 
cording to his own loving teni 
was the major's "youngest.** 
had seen two scasons in the nai 
standing directly in front of h 
ruthlessly and resistlessly into t 
mascnline Washington looked h 
bahn that might soothe ita paic 
love was fair enough to protec 
forced to be his iinwilling, perha 
He held his impenetrable shielc 
and the assaults of a whole army 
low, great and small. It was not 
she had declined a coronet or two 
more than one American Midas 
her, and that she had dealt gent 
score of hearts which had nothin 
and poverty to support them in 

The r«iv^ '• ' • 



BEVERLY OALHOUN 7 

personal charms that cultivates envy. At the home of 
Graustark's prìncess Beverly mei the dukes and bar- 
one f rom the far east ; it was in the warmth of the Cai- 
houn hospitality that Yetive f ormed her dearest love 
f or the American people. 

Miss Beverly was neither tali nor short. She was 
of that divine and indefinite height known as mediimi ; 
slender but perf ectly molded ; strong but gracef ul, an 
absolutely healthy young person whose beauty knew 
well how to take care of itself. Bcing quite heart- 
whole and f ancy-f ree, she slept well, ate well, and en- 
joyed every minute of life. In her blood ran the 
warm, eager impulses of the south ; hereditary love of 
ease and luxury displayed itself in every emotion; 
the perfectly normal demand upon men's adrairation 
was as characteristic in her as it is in any daughter of 
the land whose women are born to expect chivalry and 
homage. 

A couple of years in a New York " finishing 
sdìool " f or young ladies had served greatly to mod- 
ify Miss Calhoun's colloquiai charms. Many of her 
delightful " way down south " phrases and manner- 
isms were blighted by the cold, unromantic atraosphere 
of a seminary conducted by two ladies from Boston 
who were too old to marry, too penurious to love and 
too prim to think that other women might care to do 
both. There were times, however, — if she were ex- 
cìted or enthusiastic, — when pretty Beverly so far 
f orgot her training as to break forth with a very at- 
tractive " yo' ali,'* " suah 'nough," or " go 'long 
^ And when the bands played ^^Dixie" she 
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was not afraid io stand up and wave her handl 

chief • The northemer who happened io be with 
on 8uch occasions usually f ound himself doing 
wise bef ore he could escape the infection. 

Miss Calhoun's face was one that painters coy^y^ 
deep down in their artistic souls. It never knew 
dull instant ; there was expression in every lineamene 
in every look; life, genuine life, dwelt in the mobi] 
countenance that tnmed the head of every man aa>^ 
woman who looked upon it. Her hair was dark-brow ^ 
and abundant ; her eyes were a deep gray and lookecT 
eagerly from between long lashes of black; her lips 
were red and ever willing to smile or tum plaintive as 
occasion reqnired; her brow was broad and fair, and 
her f rown was as dangerous as a smile. As to her age» 
if the major admitted, somewhat indiscreetly, that ali 
his children were old enough to vote, her mother, with 
the reluctance bom in women, confessed that she was 
past twenty, so a year or two either way will determlne 
Miss Beverly's age, so far as the telling of this story 
is concemed. Her eldest brother — Keith Calhoun 
(the one with the congressional heritage) — thought 
she was too young to marry, while her second brother, 
Dan, held that she soon would be too old to attract 
men with matrimoniai intentions. Lucy, the only sis- 
ter, having been happily wedded for ten years, ad- 
vised her not to think of marriage until she was old 
enough to know her own mind. 

Toward the dose of one of the most brilliant sea- 
sons the Capital had ever known, less than a f ortnight 
bef ore Gongress was to adjoum, the wife of Grenfall 
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liOrry received the news which spread gloomy disap- 
pointment over the entire social reakn. A dozen re- 
ceptions, teas and balls were destined to Iosa their 
richest attraction» and hostesses were in despair. The 
princess had been called to Graustark. 

Beverly Calhonn was miserably unhappy. She had 
heard the story of Gabriel's escape and the consequent 
probability of a conflict with Axphain. It did not 
require a great stretch of imagination to convince her 
that the Lorrys were hurrying off to scenes of in- 
trigue, strife and bloodshed, and that not only Grau* 
stark but its princess was in jeopardy. 

Miss Calhoun's most cherished hopes faded with 
the announcement that trouble, not pleasnre, called 
Yetive to Edelweiss. It had been their pian that 
Beverly should spend the delightful summer months 
in Graustark, a guest at the royal palace. The orig- 
inai arrangements of the Lorrys were hopelessly dis- 
turbed by the late news from Count Halfont. They 
were obliged to leave Washington two months earlier 
than they intended, and they could not take Beverly 
Calhoun into danger-ridden Graustark. The con- 
templated visit to St. Petersburg and other pleasures 
had to be abandoned, and they were in tears. 

Yetive's maids were packing the trunks, and Lorry's 
servants were in a wild state of baste preparing f or 
the departure on Saturday's ship. On Friday af ter- 
noon, Beverly was naturally where she could do the 
most good and be of the least help — at the Lorrys*. 
Self-confessedly, she delayed the preparations. Re- 
spectful maidservants and respectful menservants 
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carne often io the prinoeas'B boudoir io ask questiona ^ 
and Beverly just ss frequently made tearful resola-^ 
tions to leave the household in peace — if such a bulla— 
balloo could be called peace. Callers carne by the 
dozen, but Yetive would see no one. Lettera, tele- 
grams and tdephone calls almost swamped ber secre- 
tary ; the f ootman and the butler f airly gasped under 
the strain of excitement. Through it ali the two 
friends sat despondent and alone in the drear room 
that once had been the abode of pure delight. Gren- 
f ali Lorry was off in town closing up ali matterà of 
business that could be despatched at once. The prin- 
cess and ber industrious retinue were to take the 
evening express f or New York and the next day would 
find them at sea. 

" I know I shall cry ali summer," vowed Miss Cal- 
houn, with conviction in ber eyes. " It's just too 
awf ul for anything.'' She was lying back among the 
cushions of the divan and ber hat was the picture of 
cruel neglect. For three solid hours she had stub- 
bomly withstood Yetive's appeals to remove ber hat, 
insisting that she could not trust herself to stay more 
than a minute or two. " It seems to me, Yetive, that 
your jailers must be very incompetent or they 
wouldn't bave let loose ali this trouble upon you," she 
complained. 

" Prince Gabriel is the very essence of trouble,'* 
conf essed Yetive, plaintively. " He was bom to an- 
noy people, just like the evil prince in the fairy tales.** 

" I wish we had him over bere,'* the American girl 
aniwered stoutly. ^^He wouldn't be such a trouble» 
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Pm Bure. We don't let small troubles worry us very^ 
hmgf you know/' 

*^But he's dreadfully important over there, Bey-» 
erly; that's the difficult part of it/' said Yetive, sol- 
emnly. *^ You see, he is a condemned murderer." 

^ Then, you ought io hang him or electrocute him 
or whatever it is that you do io murderers over there/^ 
promptly spoke Beverly. 

** But, dear, you don't understand. He won*t per- 
mit U8 either to hang or io electrocute him, my dear. 
The Bituation is precisely the reverse, if he is cor- 
rectly quoted by my uncle. When Uncle Caspar sent 
an envoy to inform Dawsbergen respectfully that 
Graustark would hold it personally responsible if 
Gabriel were not surrendered, Gabriel himself replied : 
* Graustark he hanged ! ' " 

" How rude of him, especially when your uncle was 
Bo courteous about it. He must he a very disagree- 
able person,'' announced Miss Calhoun. 

" I am sure you wouldn't like him," said the prln- 
cess. ** His brother, who has been driven f rem the 
throne — and from the capital, in f act — is quite dif • 
ferent. I bave not seen him, but my ministers regard 
him as a splendid young man.'' 

** Oh, how I hope he may go back with his army and 
annihilate that old Gabriel ! " cried Beverly, f rowning 
fiercely. 

" Alas," sighed the princess, " he hasn't an army, 
and besides he is finding it extremely difficult to keep 
from being annihilated himself. The army has gone 
over to Prince Gabriel." 
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^^ Fooh ! " scoffed Miss Calhoiin, who was thlnk 
of the enormous armies the United States can prod 
at a day's notice. ^^ What good is a ridiculous li' 
Army like his, anyway? A battalion from F 
Thomas coiild beat it to '* 

"Don't boast, dear," intemipted Yetive, with 
wan Binile. " Dawsbergen has a standing army of fc. ^^ 
thousand excellent soldiers. With the war rcserves 
«he has twice the available force I can produce." 

" But your men are so brave,*' cried Beverly, who 
had heard their praises sung. 

" True, Grod bless them ; but you f orget that we 
must attack Gabriel in his own territory. To recap- 
ture him means a perilous expedition into the moun- 
tains of Dawsbergen, and I am sorely afraid. Oh, 
dear, I hope he'U surrender peaceably ! " 

"And go back to jail for life?'* cried Miss Cal- 
houn. " It's a good deal to expect of him, dear. I 
f ancy it's much better fun kicking up a rumpus on 
the outside than it is kicking one's toes oiF against an 
obdurate stone wall from the inside. You can't blame 
him for fighting a bit." 

" No — I suppose not," agreed the princess, miser- 
ably. "Gren is actually happy over the miserable 
affair, Beverly. He is full of enthusiasm and posi- 
tively aching to be in Graustark — right in the thick 
of it ali. To bear him talk, one would think that 
Prince Gabriel has no show at ali. He kept me up tiU 
f our o'clock this moming telling me that Dawsbergen 
ididn't know what kind of a snag it was going up 
against. I bave a vague idea what he means by that; 
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bis manner did not leave much room f or doubt. He 
also said that we would jolt Dawsbergen off the map» 
It soiinds encouragìng, at least» doesn't itP '' 

** It sounds very f mmy f or you to Bay those things,** 
admitted Beverly, ^^ even though they come second* 
hand. You were not cut out f or slang.'* 

" Why, Pm sure they are ali good Englìsh woris,"" 
remonstrated Yetive. ** Oh, dear, I wonder what they 
are doing in Graustark this very ìnstant. Are they 
fighting or " 

" No ; they are merely talking. Don't you know> 
idear, that there is never a fight untìl both sides have 
talked themselves out of breath? We shall have six 
months of talk and a week or two of fight, just as 
they always do nowadays." 

" Oh, you Americans have such a comf ortable way 
of looking at things," cried the princess. " Don't you 
ever see the serious side of life? " 

** My dear, the American always lets the other f el- 
low see the serious side of life," said Beverly. 

** You wouldn't he so optimistic if a country much 
bigger and more powerful than America happened ta 
be the other f ellow." 

" It did soiuid frightfully boastful, didn't it? It'» 
the way we've been brought up, I reckon, — even we 
southemers who know what it is to be whipped. The 
idea of a girl like me talking about war and trouble 
and ali that! It's absurd, isn't it? " 

" Neverthdess, I wish I could see things through 
those dear gray eyes of yours. Oh, how Pd like to 
have you with me through ali the months that are ta 
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come. You wouid be such a help io me — luch a joy. 
Nothing would seem so hard if you were there io make 
me see things through your brave American eyes.*^ 
The princess put her arms about Beverly's neck and 
drew her dose. 

**But Mr. Lorry poBsesses an excellent pair of 
American eyes/' protested Miss Beverly, loyally and 
very happily. 

** I know, dear, but they are a man's eyes. S«me- 
how, there is a differencc, you know. I wouldn't skre 
ciy when he was looking, but I could boo-hoo ali day 
if you were there to comfort me. He thinks I am very 
brave — and Fm not,'* she conf essed, dismally. 

" Oh, l'm an awful coward," explained Beverly, 
consoUngly. ^* I think you are the bravest girl in ali 
the world,** she added. " Don't you remember what 
you did at — " and then she recalled the stories that 
had come from Graustark ahead of the bridal party 
two years bef ore. Yetive was finally obliged to place 
her hand on the enthusiastic visitor's lips. 

" Peace," she cried, blushing. ** You make me f ed 
like a-a — what is it you cali her — a dime-novel 
heroineP '* 

" A yellow-back girl? Never ! " exclaimed Beverly, 
fseverely. 

Yisitors of importance in administration circles 
came at this moment and the princess could not re- 
fuse to see them. Beverly Calhoun reluctantly de- 
parted, but not until after giving a promise to ac« 
company the Lorrys to the railway station. 
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The trunks had gone to be cbecked, and the house- 
hold was quieter than it had been in many days. There 
w as an air of depression about the place that had its 
inception in the room upstairs where sober-faced 
Halkina served dinner f or a not over-talkative young 
couple. 

** It will be ali right, dearest," said Lorry, divining 
bis wif e's thoughts as she sat staring rather soberly 
straight ahead of ber. ^^ Just as soon as we get to 
Edelweiss, the wh«le affair will look so simple that we 
can laugh at the fears of to-day. You see, we are a 
long way off just now." 

*^ I am only af raid of what may happen bef ore we 
get there, Gren," she said, simply. He leaned over 
and kissed ber band, smiling at the emphasis she un* 
consciously placed on the pronoun. 

Beverly Calhoun was announced just bef ore coffee 
was served, and a moment later was in the room. She 
stopped just inside the door, clicked ber little heels 
together and gravely brought ber band to " salute.'* 
Her eyes were sparkling and her lips trembled witb 
suppressed excitement. 

" I think I can report to you in Edelweiss next 
month, general," she announced, with soldierly dig- 
nity. Her hearers stared at the picturesque recniit, 
and Halkins so far forgot himself as to drop Mr. 
Lorry's lump of sugar upon the table instead of into 
the cup. 

" Explain yourself , sergeant ! " finally f eli f rom 
Lorry's lips. The eyes of the princess were begin- 
ning to take on a rapturous glow. 
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** May I bave a cup of coffee, please, sir? Fve been 
so excited I couldn't eat a mouthful at home." She 
gracefully slìd into the chair Halkìns offered, and 
broke into an ecstatic giggle that would have re- 
sulted in a court-martial had she been serving any 
commander but Love. 

With a plenteous supplj of Southern ìdioms she 
succeeded in making them understand that the major 
had promised to let her visit f riends in the legation at 
St. Petersburg in Aprii a month or so after the de- 
parture of the Lorrys. 

" He wanted to know where Fd rather spend the 
Spring — Washington or Lexington, and I told him 
St. Petersburg. We had a terrific discussion and 
neither of us ate a speck at dinner. Mamma said it 
would be ali right f or me to go to St. Petersburg if 
Aunt Josephine was stili of a mind to go, too. You 
see, Auntie was scared almost out of her boots when 
she heard there was prospect of war in Graustark, just 
as though a tiny little war like that could make any 
difference away up in Russia — hundreds of thou- 
sands of miles away — " (with a scornful wave of the 
band) — "and then I just made A"ntie say she'd 
go to St. Petersburg in Aprii — a whole month 
sooner than she expected to go in the first place — 
and " 

" You dear, dear Beverly ! " cried Yetive, rushing 
joyously around the table to elasp her in her arms. 

" And St. Petersburg really isn't a hundred thou- 
aand miles from Edelweiss," cried Beverly, gaily. 

"It's much less than that," said Lorry, smiling. 
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•*But you surely don't expect to come to Edelweiss 
if we are fighting. We couldn't think of lettìng you 
do that, you know. Your mother would never '* 

** My mother wasn't af rald of a mudi bigger war 
than yours can ever hope to be," cried Beverly, re- 
sentfuUy. " You canH stop me if I choose to visit 
Graustark." 

** Does your f ather know that you contemplate such 
a trip?" asked Lorry, retuming ber handclasp and 
looking doubtfully into the swimming blue eyes of 
bis wife. 

" No, he doesn't," admittcd Beverly, a trifle ag- 
gressively. 

** He could stop you, you know," he suggcsted. 
Yetive was discreetly silent. 

" But he won't know anything about it," cried 
Beverly triumphantly. 

" I could teli him, you know," said Lorry. 

** No, you covldn^t do anything so mean as that,'* 
annoimced Beverly. " You're not that sort." 



CHAPTER m. 



ON THE ROAD FROM BALAK 
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PONDEROUS coach lumbered slowly, 
almost painfully, «l«ng tke nArrow 
road that skirted the base •£ a mmamr 
tain. It was drawn by f our horscs» 
and upon the seat sat two rough, un- 
kempt Russians, one holding the 
reins, the other lying back in a lazy doze. The 
month was June and ali the world seemed soft and 
sweet and joyous. To the right flowed a turbulent 
mountain stream, boiling savagely with the alien 
waters of the flood season. Ahead of the crcaking 
coach rode four horsemen, ali heavily armed; another 
quartette f oUowed some distance in the rear. At the 
side of the coach an officer of the Russian moimted 
police was riding easily, jangling his accoutrements 
with a vigor that disheartened at least one occupant 
of the vehicle. The Windows of the coach doors were 
lowered, permitting the fresh mountain air to caress 
f ondly the face of the young woman who tried to find 
comfort in one of the broad seats. Since early mom 
she had struggled with the hardships of that seat, and 
the late aftemoon found her very much out of pa- 
tience. The opposite seat was the resting place of a 
substantial colored woman and a stupendous pile of 
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bags and boxes. The boxes were continually toppling 
over and the bags were forever gettìng under the 
f eet of the once placid servante whose face, quite luck- 
ily, was much too black to reflect the anger she was 
able, otherwise, through years of practice, to conceal. 

" How much farther bave we to go, lieutenant? " 
asked the girl on the rear seat, plaintivelj, even 
humbly. The man was very deliberate with bis Eng- 
lish. He had been recommended to her as the best lin- 
guiat in the service at Radovitch, and he had a rcpu- 
tation to snstain. 

" It another hour is but yet,*' he managed to in- 
f orm ber, with a confident smile. 

" Oh, dear," she sighed, " a whole hour of this ! '* 

" We soon be dar, Miss Bev'ly ; jes' yo' mak' up yo' 
mine to res' easy-like, an' we — *' but the f aithf ul old 
colored woman's advice was lost in the wrathful ex- 
clamation that accompanied another dislodgment of 
bags and boxes. The wheels of the coach had dropped 
suddenly into a deep rut. Aunt Fanny's growls were 
scarcely more potent than poor Miss Beverly's moans. 

" It is getting worse and worse," exclaimed Aunt 
Fanny's mistress, petulantly. " Fm black and blue 
from head to foot, aren't you, Aunt Fanny? '* 

" Ah cain' say as to de blue, Miss Bev'ly, Hit's a 
mos' monstrous bad road, sho *nough. Stay up dar, 
will yoM" she concludcd, jamming a bag into an 
upper corner. 

Miss Calhoun, tourist extraordinary, again con- 
sulted the linguist in the saddle. She knew at the out- 
set that the quest would be hopeless, but she could 



fO BEVERLY OF GRÀUSTARK 

thlnk of no better way to pass the neri hour than to 
extract a mite of inf ormatìon f rom the officer. 

^ Now f or a good old chat,** she saìd, beaming a 
smile upon the grizzled Russian. ^ Ib there a decent 
hotel in the village? " she asked. 

They were on the edge of the village before she 
succeeded in finding out ali that she could, and it was 
not a great deal, either. She leamed that the town 
of Balak was in Axphain, scarcely a mile from the 
Granstark line. There was an eating and sleeping 
house on the main Street, and the population of the 
place did not exceed three hundred. 

When Miss Beverly awoke the next moming, sore 
and distressed, she looked back upon the night with a 
horror that sleep had been kind enough to interrupt 
only at intervals. The wretched hostelry lived long in 
her secret catalogne of terrors. Her bed was not a 
bed ; it was a torture. The room, the table, the — but 
it was ali too odious f or descrìption. Fatigue was her 
only friend in that miserable hole. Aunt Fanny had 
slept on the floor near her mistress's cot, and it was 
the good old colored woman's gnimbling that awoke 
Beverly. The sun was climbing up the mountains in 
the east, and there was an air of general activity about 
the place. Beverly's watch told her that it was past 
eight o'clock. 

" Good gracious ! '* she exclaimed. " It's nearly 
noon, Aunt Fanny. Hurry along bere and get me 
up. We must leave this abominable place in ten min- 
utes." She was up and racing about excitedly. 



ON THE ROAD FROM BALAE 21 

^Befo' breakfas'?" demanded Aunt Fanny 
weakly. 

^^Groodness, Aunt Fanny, is that ali you think 
shout? " 

^* Well, honey, yo' ali be thinkin' moughty serìous 
^bout breakfas' 'long to'ahds 'leben o'clock. Dat li'l 
tummy o' youm 'U be pow'ful mad 'cause yo' 
didn' '' 

" Very well, Aunt Fanny, you can run along and 
bave the woman put up a breakfast f or us and we'U 
eat ìt on the road. I positively refuse to eat another 
mouthf ul in that awful dining-room. FU be down in 
ten minutes.*' 

She was down in less. Sleep, no matter how hard- 
•eamed) had revived her spirits materially. She pro- 
nounced herself ready for anything; there was a 
wholesome disdain for the rigors of the coming ride 
through the mountains in the way she gave orders for 
the start. The Russian officer met her just outside 
the entrance to the inn. He was less English than 
ever, but he eventually gave her to understand that he 
had secured permission to escort her as far as Gan- 
looky a town in Graustark not more than fifteen miles 
from Edelweiss and at- least two days from Balak. 
Two competent Axphainian guides had been retained, 
and the party was quite ready to start. He had been 
wamed of the presence of brigands in the wild moun- 
tainous passes north of Ganlook. The Russians could 
go no f arther than Ganlook because of a royal edict 
from Edelweiss forbidding the nearer approach of 
armed f orces. At that town, however, he was sure she 
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easfly could obtain an esoort of Graustarkian soldien. 

Ab the big ooach crawied up the mountain rcMul and 
f urther into the oppressive solitudes, Beverly Calhoon 
drew f rom the difficult lieutenant considerable inf or- 
mation conoeming the state of a£Pairs in Graustark. 
She had been eagerly awaiting the time when some- 
thing definite could be leamed. Bef ore leaving St» 
Fetersburg early in the week she was assured that a 
state of war did not exist. The Frincess Yetive had 
been in Edelweiss f or six weeks. A formai demand 
was f ramed soon after her return f rom America, re- 
quiring Dawsbergen to surrender the person of Prince 
Gabriel to the authorities of Graustark. To this de* 
mand there was no definite response, Dawsbergen in* 
solently requesting time in which to consider the 
proposition. Axphain immediately sent an envoy to 
Edelweiss to say that ali friendly relations between 
the two govemments would cease unless Graustark 
took vigorous steps to recapture the royal ass€issin« 
On one side of the unhappy principality a strong» 
overbearing princess was egging Graustark on to 
fight, while on the other side an equally aggressive 
people defied Yetive to come and take the f ugitive if 
she could. The poor princess was between two ugly 
altematives, and a struggle seemed inevitable. At 
Balak it was leamed that Axphain had recently sent a 
final appeal to the govemment of Graustark, and it 
was no secret that something like a threat accompa- 
nied the mcssage. 

Prince Gabriel was in complete control at Serro» 
and was disposed to laugh at tlic demands of his late 
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captors. His half-brother, the dethroned Prince Dan- 
tan, was stili hìding in the f astnesses of the hills, pro- 
tected by a amali company of nobles, and there was 
no hope that he ever could regain his crown. GrabrìePs 
power over the army was supreme. The general pub- 
lic admired Dantan, but it was helpless in the face of 
drcumstances. 

^^But why should Axphain seek to harass Grau- 
stark at this time? " demanded Beverly Calhoun, in 
perplexity and wrath. *^ I should think the brutes 
would try to help her,'* 

*^ There is an element of opposition to the course 
the govemment is taking/' the officer inf ormed her in 
his own way, " but it is greatly in the minority. The 
Axphainians have hated Graustark since the last war, 
and the princess despises this American. It is an 
open f act that the Duke of Mizrox leads the opposi- 
tion to Princess Volga, and she is sure to have him 
beheaded if the chance aifords. He is friendly to 
Graustark and has been against the policy of his 
princess from the start." 

" Fd like to hug the Duke of Mizrox," cried Bev- 
erly, warmly. The officer did not imderstand her, but 
Aunt Fanny was scandalized. 

" Good Lawd ! " she muttered to the boxes and 
bags. 

As the coach roUed deeper and deeper into the rock- 
shadowed wildemess, Beverly Calhoun felt an un- 
deniable sensation of awe creeping over her. The 
brave, impetuous girl had plunged gaily into the proj- 
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ect which now led her into the deadliest of unoer- 
tainties, with bui little thoug^t of the coiiBequenoes* 

The first stage of the joumey by coach had been 
good fun. They had passed along pleasant roads» 
through quaint villages and among interesting people» 
and progress had been rapid. The second stage had 
presented rather terrifying prospects, and the third 
day promised even grcater TÌcissitudes. Looking f rom 
the coach Windows out upon the quiet, desolate gran- 
deur of her surronndings, poor Beverly began to ap- 
preciate how abjectly helpless and alone she was. Her 
companions were ugly» vicious-looking men, any one 
of whom could inspire terror by a look. She had en- 
trusted herself to the care of thcse strange creatures 
in the moment of inspired courage and now she was 
constrained to regret her action. Trae, they had 
proved worthy protectors as far as they had gone, 
but the very possibilities that lay in their power were 
appalling, now that she had time to consider the 
situation. 

The officer in charge had been recommended as a 
trusted servant of the Czar ; an American consul had 
secured the escort for her direct from the frontier 
patrol authorities. Men high in power had vouched 
for the integrity of the detachment, but ali this was 
forgotten in the mighty solitude of the mountains. 
She was beginning to fear her escort more than she 
feared the brigands of the hills. 

Treachery seemed printed on their backs as they 
rode ahead of her. The big officer was ever polite and 
alert, but she was ready to distrust him on the slight- 
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est ezcuse. These men conld not help knowing that 
she was neh, and it was reasonable f or them io suspect 
that she carrìed money and jewels with her. In her 
mind's eye she could pìcture these traitors rifling her 
bags and boxes in some dark pass, and then there were 
other horrors that ahnost petrified her when she al- 
lowed herself to think of them. 

Here and there the travelers passed by rude cots 
where dwelt woodmen and mountameers, and at long 
intervals a solitary but picturesque horseman stood 
aside and gave them the road. As the coach pene- 
trated deeper into the gorge, signs of human life and 
activity became f ewer. The sun could not send his 
lìght into this shadowy tomb of granite. The rattle 
of the wheels and the clatter of the horses' hoofs 
sounded like a Constant crash of thunder in the ears 
of the tender traveler, a dainty morsel among hawks 
and wolves. 

There was an immistakable tremor in her voice when 
she at last f ound heart to ask the officer where they 
were to spend the night. It was far past noon and 
Aunt Fanny had suggested opening the lunch-baskets. 
One of the guìdes was called back, the leader being 
as much in the dark as his charge. 

" There is no village within twenty miles," he said, 
** and we must sleep in the pass." 

Beverly's voice faltered. " Out here in ali this 

awful '' Then she caught herself quickly. It 

came to her suddenly that she must not let these men 
see that she was apprehensive. Her voice was a trifle 
shrill and her eyes glistencd with a strange new light 
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as she went on, changìng her tack oompletely : ^ How 
romaniic! l've often wanted to do something likt 

The officer looked bewildered, and said nothing. 
Aunt Fanny was speechless. Later on, when the 
lieutenant had gone ahead to conf er with the guìdes 
about the suspicious actions of a amali troop of hone- 
men they had seen, Beverly confided to the old negress 
that she was f rìghtened almost out of her boots, but 
that she'd die before the men should see a sìgn of 
cowardice in a Calhoun. Aunt Fanny was net 80 
proud and imperious. It was with difficulty that her 
high-strung young mistress suppressed the wails that 
long had been under restraint in Aunt Fanny's huge 
and turbulent bosom. 

^ Grood Lawd, Miss Bev'ly, dey'U chop us ali to 
pieces an' take ouah jewl'ry an' money an' clo'es and 
ev'ything else we done got about us. Good Lawd, 
le's tu'n back, Miss Bev'ly. We ain' got no mo' show 
out heah in dese moimtings dan a " 

" Be stili, Aunt Fanny ! *' commanded Beverly, with 
a fine show of courage. *^ You must be brave. Don't 
you see we can't tum back? It's just as dangerous 
and a heap sight more so. If we let on we're not 
one bit afraid they'll respect us, don't you see, and 
men never harm women whom they respect.'* 

" Umph ! " grunted Aunt Fanny, with exaggerated 
irony. 

" Well, they never do ! " maintained Beverly, who 
was not at ali sure about it. ^^And they look like 



ON THE ROAD FROM BALAK Xt 

rea! nioe men — honest men, even though thej haye 
radi awful whìskers." 

** Dey's de wiist trash Ah eveh did see," exploded 
Aunt Fanny. 

** Sh! Don't let them bear you," whispered Bev- 
erly. 

In spite of her teiror and perplexity, she was com- 
pelled to smile. It was ali so like the farce come- 
dies one sees at the theatre. 

As the officer rode up, his face was pale in the 
shadowy light of the aftemoon and he was plainlj; 
Tery nenrous. 

*What Ì8 the latest news from the front?'* she 
inquìred cheerfully. 

** The men refuse to ride on," he exclaimed, speak- 
ang rapidly, making it stili harder for her to under- 
istand. ^ Our advance guard has mct a party of 
bonters from Axphain. They ìnsist that you — * the 
fine lady in the coach ' — are the Princess Yetive, re- 
tiiming from a secret visit to St. Petersburg, where 
you went to plead for assistance from the Czar." 

Beverly Calhoun gasped in astonishment. It was 
too incredible to believe. It was actually ludicrous, 
She laughed heartily. " How perfectly absiu-d.*' 

" I am well aware that you are not the Princess 
Yetive," he continued emphatically ; " but what can 
I do; the men won*t believe me. They swear they 
bave been tricked and are panic-stricken over the 
situation. The hunters teli them that the Axphain 
authorities, fully aware of the hurried flight of the 
Princess through these wilds, are preparing to inter* 
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cept ber. A large detachment of soldien are alreaìij; 
aerosa the Graustark f rontier. It ìs only a question 
of time bef ore the * red legs ' wìU be ui>on them. I 
have assured them that their beautiful duirge is not 
the Frincess, but an American girl, and that there 
ìs no mystery about the coach and escort. Ali in 
vain. The Axphain guides already feel that their 
heads are on the block ; while as f or the Cossacks, not 
even my dire threats of the awf ul anger of the White 
Czar, when he finds they bave disobeyed bis com- 
mands, will move theiQ." 

" Speak to your men once more, sir, and promise 
them big purses of gold when we reach Ganlook. I 
have no money or valuables with me ; but there I can 
obtain plenty," said Beverly, shrewdly thinking it 
better that they should believe ber to be without f unds. 

The cavalcade had halted during this colloquy. 
Ali the mcn were ahead conversing sullenly and ex* 
citedly with much gcsticulation. The driver, a stolid 
creature, seemingly indiifercnt to ali that was going 
on, alone remained at bis post. The situation, appar- 
ently dangerous, was certainly most annoying. But 
if Beverly could have read the mind of that silent 
figure on the box, she would have f elt slightly relieved, 
f or he was infinitely more anxious to proceed than even 
she; but from far different reasons. He was a Rus- 
sian convict, who had escaped on the way to Siberia. 
Disguised as a coachman he was seeking life and 
safety in Graustark, or any out-of-the-way place. It 
mattered little to him where the escort concluded to 
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go. He was going ahead. He dared not go back — 
he must go on. 

At the end of half an hour, the officer retumed ; ali 
hope had gone f rom hìs face. *^ It ìs useless ! " he 
crìed out. ^^ The guides refuse to proceed. See ! 
They are going off with their countrymen ! We are 
lofit without them. I do not know what to do. We 
cannot get to Ganlook; I do not know the waj, and 
the danger ìs great. Ah ! Madam ! Here they come ! 
The Cossacks are going back.*' 

As he spoke, the surly mutineers were riding slowlj 
iowards the coach. Every man had hìs pistol on 
the high pommel of the saddle. Their faces wore 
an ugly look. As they passed the officer, one of them> 
pointing ahead of him with his sword, shouted 8av« 
agely, " Balak ! '' 

It was conclusive and convincing. They were de- 
Berting hcr. 

"Oh, oh, oh! The cowards!'' sobbed Beverly 
in rage and despair. " ^ must go on ! Is it possible 
that even such men would leave ** 

She was intemipted by the voice of the officer, who, 
raising his cap to her, commanded at the same time 
the driver to tum his horses and f ollow the escort to 
Balak. 

" What is that? " demanded Beverly in alarm. 

From far off came the sound of fìrearms. A dozen 
shots were fired, and reverberated down through the 
gloomy pass ahead of the coach. 

** They are fighting somewhere in the hills in front 
cf US,'* answered the now frightened officer. Tum- 
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ing quickly, he saw the deserting honemen halt, listen 
a minute, and then spur their horses. He crìed out 
flharply to the driver, ^^Come, there! Tum round! 
We have no time to lose ! " 

With a savage grin, the hitherto motionless driver 
hurled some insulting remark at the officer, who was 
ahready following his men, now in full flight down 
the road, and settling himself firmly on the seat, tak- 
ing a fresh grip of the reins, he yelled to his horses» 
at the same time lashing them f uriously with his whip, 
and started the coach ahead at a f earf ul pace. His 
oniy thought was to get away as far as possible f rom 
the Russian oiBcer, then deliberately desert the coach 
and its occupants and take to the hills. 
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THE RAGGED RETINVE 
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HOROUGHLY mystified by the ac- 
tion of the driver and at length terri* 
fied by the pace that carried them 
careening along the narrow road» 
Beverly cried out to him, her voice 
shrill with alarm. Aunt Fanny waa 
crouching on the floor of the coach, between the 
seats, groaning and praying. 

"Stop! Where are you going?" cried Beverly, 
putting her head recklessly through the window. If 
the man heard her he gave no evidence of the fact. 
His face was set forward and he was guiding the 
horses with a finn, unquivering band. The coach 
rattled ancf bounded along the dangerous way hewn 
in the side of the mountain. A misstep or a false tum 
might easily start the clumsy vehicle rolling down the 
declivity on the right. The convict was taking des- 
perate chances, and with a cool, calculating brain, 
prepared to leap to the ground in case of accident 
and save himself , without a thought for the victims 
inside. 

" Stop ! Tum around ! " she cried in a f renzy* 
^ We diali be killed. Areyou crazy?'* 

SI 
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By thÌ8 time they had struck a descent in the road 
and were nishing along at breakneck speed into 
oppressive shadows that bore the first imprints of 
night. Realizing at last that her cries were falling 
upon purposely deaf ears, Beverly Calhoun sank 
back into the seat, weak and terror-stricken. It was 
plain to her that the horses were not running away, 
f or the man had been lashing them furiously. There 
was but one conclusioni he was deliberately taking 
her f arther into the mountain f astnesses, his purpose 
known only to himself . A hundred terrors presented 
themselves to her as she lay huddled against the side 
of the coach, her eyes closed tightly, her tender body 
tossed furiously about with the sway of the vehicle. 
There was the f undamental fear that she would be 
dashed to dcath down the side of the mountain, but 
apart from this her quick brain was evolving ali sorts 
of possible endings — none short of absolute disaster. 

Even as she prayed that something might inter- 
vene to check the mad rush and to deliver her from 
the horrors of the moment, the raucous voice of the 
driver was heard calling to his horses and the pace 
became slower. The awful rocking and the jolting 
grew less severe, the clatter resolved itself into a broken 
rumble, and then the coach stopped with a mighty 
lurch. 

Dragging herself from the corner, poor Beverly 
Calhoun, no longer a disdainful heroine, gazed pite- 
ously out into the shadows, expecting the murderoua 
biade of the driver to meet her as she did so. PaulofF 
had swung from the box of the coach and was peer- 




"Who — who in heaven'a iiame are you?" she 
faltered. 
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ing first into the woodland below and then upon the 
rocks to the left« He wore the expression of a man 
trapped and seeking means of escape. Suddenly he 
darted behind the coach, ahnost bnishing against 
Beverly's hat as he passed the window. She opened 
ber lips to cali to him, but even as she did so he 
took to bis heels and raced back over the road they 
had traveled so precipitously. 

Overcome by surprise and dismay, she only could 
watch the flight in silence. Less than a hundred f eet 
f rom where the coach was standing he turned to the 
right and was lost among the rocks. Ahead, four 
horses, covered with sweat, were panting and heaving 
as if in great distress after their mad run. Aunt 
Fanny was stili moaning and praying by tums in 
the bottoni of the carriage. Darkness was settling 
down upon the pass, and objects a hundred yards 
away were swallowed by the gloom. There was no 
sound save the blowing of the tired animals and the 
moaning of the old negress. Beverly realized with a 
sinking heart that they were alone and helpless in the 
mountains with night upon them. 

She never knew where the strength and courage 
carne from, but she forced open the stubbom coach- 
door and scrambled to the ground, looking frantically 
in ali directions for a single sign of hope. In the 
most despairing terror she had ever experienced, she 
started toward the lead horses, hoping against hope 
that at least one of ber men had remcdned f aithf ul. 

A man stepped quietly from the inner side of the 
road and advanced with the uncertain tread of one 
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who ìb overcome by amazement. He was a strangert 
and wore an odd, uncouth garb. The f ailing light 
told her that he was noi one of her late protectors. 
She shrank back wìth a f aint cry of alarm, ready to 
fly to the protecting arins of hopelesa Aunt Fanny ìf 
her uncertain legs could carry her. At the same in« 
stant another ragged stranger, then two, three, f our^ 
or five, appeared as if by magic, some near her, others 
approaching f rom the shadows. 

"Who — who in heaven's name are you?** she 
faltered. The sound of her own voice in a measure 
restored the courage that had been paralyzed. Un- 
consciously this slim sprig of southern valor threw 
back her shoulders and Hfted her chin. If they were 
brigands they should not find her a cringing coward. 
After ali, she was a Calhoim. 

The man she had first observed stopped ncar the 
horses' heads and peered intently at her f rom beneath 
a broad and rakish hat. He was tali and appeared 
to be more respectably dad than his f cUows, although 
tbere was not one who looked as though he possesscd 
a complete outfit of wearing apparel. 

" Poor wayf arers, may it please your highness," re- 
plied the tali vagabond, bowing low. To her surprise 
he spoke in very good EngHsh; his voice was clear, 
and there was a tinge of polite irony in the tonesw 
**But ali people are alike in the mountains. The 
king and the thief, the princcss and the jade live in 
the common fold," and his hat swung so low that it 
touched the ground. 

*' I am powerless. I only implore yoa to talee 
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w]>at valuables you ma; find and M us proceed oif 

hanned " she cried, rapidi;, eager to haTe HI 

over, 

"Pray, how can jour highness proceed? Yoa 
have no guide, no driver, no escort," said the man* 
mockinglj. Beverly looked at him appealingly, 
utterly vithout words to reply. The tears were well- 
ing to her eyes and her bcart was throbbìng like that 
of a captured bìrd. In after life she was able to 
pìcture in ber mind'a eye ali the detaila of that tab- 
leau in the mountain pass — the hopeless coach, the 
steaming horses, the rakish bandit, and his pictureaque 
men, the towering crags, and a mite of a girl facing 
the end of everythìng. 

" Your tighness is said to he brave, but even youp 
vonderful courage can avail nothing in thls in- 
stance,'* eaid the leader, pleasantly. " Your escort 
has flcd as though pursucd by something stronger 
than shadows ; your driver has deserted ; your horses 
are half-dead ; you are indeed, as you have said, pow- 
erless. And you are, besides ali these, in the clutches 
of a band of mcrciless cutthroats.** 

" Oh," moaned Beverly, suddenly leaning ogainst 
the fore irheel, her eyes almost starting from her head. 
The leader laughed guìetly^yes, good-natoredlj^. 
" Oh, you won't — you won't kill us? " She had tboe 
to observe that there were smiles on the faces of ali tlie 
men wìthin the circle of light, 

" Rest assured, your highness," said the leader» 
leaning tipon his rifle-barret with careless grace, ** we 
ìntend no harm to you. Every man you meet in 
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Graustark ìs noi a brigando I trurt, f or your sake. 
We are simple hunters, and not what we may seem. 
It ìb fortunate that you have f alien into honest hands. 
There is someone in the ooach?" he asked, quickly 
alert. A prolonged groan prored to Beverly that 
Aiint Fanny had screwed up sufficient courage to look 
out of the window, 

^^ My old servant," she half whispered. Then, as 
several of the men started toward the door: *^But 
she is old and wouldn't harm a fly. Please, please 
don't hurt her." 

^^ Compose yonrself ; she is safe," said the leader. 
By this time it was quite dark. At a word from 
him two or three men lighted lantems. The pie- 
ture was more weird than ever in the fitful glow. 
** May I ask, your highness, how do you intend to 
reach Edelweiss in your present condition. You 
cannot manage those horses, and besides, you do not 
know the way.^ 

" Aren't you going to rob us? " demanded Beverly, 
hope springing to the surface with a Joy fui bound. 
The stranger laughed hcartily, and shook his head. 

" Do we not look like honest men? " he cried, with 
a wave of his band toward his companions. Beverly 
looked dubious. "We live the good, dean life of 
the wildemess. Out-door Hfe is necessary for our 
health. We could not live in the city/' he went on 
with grim humor. For the first time, Beverly noticed 
that he wore a huge black patch over his lef t eye, held 
in place by a cord. He appeared more f ormidable 
than ever under the light of criticai inspection. 
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•• I am very much relieved,^ said Beverly, who wa« 
not at ali rdieved. " But why have you stoppcd u» 
in this manner? '* 

** Stopped you?'* cried the man with the patch. 
** I implore you to unsay that, your highness, Your 
coach was quite at a standstill bef ore we knew of Ita 
presence. You do us a grave injustice." 

" It's very strange," muttered Beverly, somewhat 
taken aback. 

** Have you observed that it ìs quite dark? '* asked 
the leader, putting away his brief show of indignation. 

^* Dear me ; so ìt is ! " cried she, now able to thìnk 
more clearly. 

^^ And you are miles from an inn or house of any 
kind," he went on. " Do you expect to stay here 
ali night?" 

" l'm — l'm not af raid," bravely shivered Beverly, 

" It is most dangerous." 

" I have a revolver," the weak little voice went on. 

"Oho! Whatisitfor?" 

** To use in case of emergency." 

** Such as repelling brigands who suddenly appear 
upon the scene? " 

" Yes." 

" May I ask why you did not use it this evening? '* 

"Because it is locked up in one of my bags — I 
don't know just which one — and Aunt Fanny has 
the key," confessed Beverly. 

The chief of the ^* honest men " laughed again, a 
clear, ringing laugh that bespoke supreme confidence 
in his right to enjoy himself . 
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'^And who is Aunt Fanny ?^ he asked, oovering 
bis patch caref ully wìth his douching hat. 

" My servant. She's colorei" 

*^ Colored? " he asked in amazement. ** What do 
[fou mean?** 

*^ Why, she's a negress. Don't yoii know what a 
colored person is? " 

" You mean she is a slave — a black slave? " 

"We don't own slaves any mo' — more.** He 
looked more puzzled than ever — then at last, to 8ai>- 
isfy himself, walked over and peered into the coadu 
Aiint Fanny set up a dìsmal howl ; an ìnstant later Sir 
Honesty was pushed aside, and Miss Calhoun was 
anxiously trying to comfort her old friend through 
the wìndow. The man looked on In silent wonder f or 
a minute, and then strode off to where a group of his 
men stood talking. 

" Is yo' daid yit, Miss Bev'ly — is de end came? " 
moaned Aunt Fanny. Beverly could not repress a 
Bmile. 

" I am quite alive, Auntie. These men wiU not 
hurt US. They are very nice gentlemen." She 
uttcred the last observation in a loud voice and it had 
its effect, for the leader came to her side with long 
strides. 

" Convince your servant that we mean no harm, 
your highness," he said eagerly, a new deference in 
his voice and manner. "We bave only the best of 
motives in mind. True, the hills are full of lawless 
fellows and we are obliged to fight them almost daily, 
but you bave f alien in with honest men — very nice 
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gentlemen, I trust. Less than an hour ago we put a 
band of robbers to flight " 

" I heard the shooting," cried Beverly, ** It wai 
that which put my escort to flight,'* 

** They could not have been soldiers of Graustarkji 
then, your highness," quite gallantly. 

" They were Cossacks, or whatever you cali them. 
But, pray, why do you cali me *your highness'?'* 
demanded Beverly. The tali leader swept the ground 
with his hat once more. 

" Ali the outside world knows the Princess Yetive — 
why not the humble mountain man? You wUl pardon 
me, but every man in the hills knows that you are 
to pass through on the way from St. Petersburg to 
Ganlook. We are not so far from the world, after 
ali, we rough people of the hills. We know that your 
highness lef t St. Petersburg by rail last Simday and 
took to the highway day bef ore yesterday, because the 
floods had washed away the bridges north of Axphain. 
Even the hills have eyes and ears.'* 

Beverly listened with increasing perplexity. It 
was true that she had lef t St. Petersburg on Sunday ; 
that the unprecedented floods had stopped ali railway 
traffic in the hills, compelling her to travel f or many 
miles by stage, and that the whole coimtry was con- 
fusing her in some strange way with the Princess 
Yetive. The news had evidently sped through 
Axphain and the hills with the swiftness of Are. It 
would be usdess to deny the story; these men would 
not believe her. In a flash she decided that it would 
be best to pose f or the time being as the ruler of 
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Graustark. It remained only f or her to impress upon 
Aunt Fanny the importance of this resolution. 

^ What wise old hills they must be,** she said, with 
evasive enthusiasm. ^You cannot expect me to 
admit, however, that I am the princess," she went on. 

^^ It would not he just to your exoellent reputa- 
tion for tact if you did so, your highness," calmly 
spoke the man. ^^ It is quite as easy to say that you 
are not the princess as to say that you are, so what 
matters, after ali? We reserve the right, however, 
to do homage to the queen who rules over these wise 
old hiUs. I offer you the hiunUe services of myself 
and my companions. We are yours to command." 

" I am very grateful to find that you are not brig- 
ands, believe me,'* said Beverly. " Pray teli me 
who you are, then, and you shall be sufficiently re- 
warded for your good ìntentions.'* 

*^ I? Oh, your highness, I am Baldos, the goat- 
hunter, a poor subject for reward at your hands. I 
may as well admit that I am a poacher, and bave no 
legai right to the prosperity of your hiUs. The only 
reward I can ask is forgiveness for trespassing upon 
the property of others." 

"You shall receive pardon for ali transgressions. 
But you must get me to some place of safety," said 
Beverly, eagerly. 

"And quickly, too, you might well bave added," 
he said, lightly. " The horses bave rested, I think, 
so with your permission we may proceed. I know of 
a place wbere you may spend the night comfortably 
and be ref reshed for the rough joumey to-morrow.'* 
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^To-morrow? How can I go on? I am alone,'^ 
she crìed, despairingly. 

^^ Permìt me io remind you that yoa are no longer 
alone. You have a ragged f oUowìng, your highness, 
bui it shall be a loyal one« Will you re-enter the 
coach? It is not far to the place I speak of, and I 
myself wìU drive you there. Come, it is getting late» 
and your retinue, at least, is hungry." 

He flung open the coach door, and his hat swept 
the groimd once more. The light of a lantem playcd 
fitfully upon his dark, gaimt face, with its gallant 
smile and ominous patch. She hesitated, f ear entering 
her soul once more. He looked up quickly and saw the 
indecislon in her eyes, the mute appeal. 

** Trust me, your highness,^ he said, gravely, and 
she allowed him to hand her into the coach. 

A moment later he was upon the driver's box, reins 
in hand. Calling out to his companions in a lan- 
guage strange to Beverly, he cracked the whip, and 
once more they were lumbering over the wretched 
road. Beverly sank back into the seat with a deep 
sigh of resignation. 

" Well, l'm in f or it,'' she thought. " It doesn't 
matter whether they are thieves or angels, I reckon 
FU have to take what comes. He doesn't look very 
much like an angel, but he looked at me just now as if 
he thought I were one. Dear me, I wish I were back 
in Washington ! *' 




I 



i 



CHAPTEB V, 



THE INN OF THE HAWK AND RAVEU 
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WO of the men walked dose besìde the 
door, one of them hearing a lantem. 
They conversed in low tones and in a 
language which Beverly could not 
understand. After awhile she found 
herself analyzing the garb and manner 
of the men. She was saying to herself that here were 
her first real specimens of Graustark peasantry, and 
they were to mark an ineffaceable spot in her memory. 
They were dark, strong-faced men of medium height, 
with fierce, black eyes and long black hair. As no two 
were dressed alike, it was impossible to recognize 
characteristic styles of attire. Some were in the rude, 
baggy costumcs of the peasant as she had imagined 
him ; others were dressed in the tight-fitting but dilap- 
idated uniforms of the soldiery, while several were in 
clothes partly European and partly Orientai. There 
were hats and fezzes and caps, some with f eathers in 
the bands, others without. The man nearest the coach 
wore the dirty gray uniform of an army officer, 
£ull of holes and rents, while anothcr strode along in a 
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paìr of baggy yellow trousers and a dusty London 
dinner jacket. Ali in ali, it was the motliest band of 
vagabonds she had ever seen* There were at least 
ten or a dozen in the party. While a few carried 
swords, ali lugged the long rifles and crooked daggers 
of the Tartara. 

** Aunt Fanny," Beverly whispered, suddenly mov- 
ing to the side of the subdued servant, " where is my 
revolver?" It had come to her like a flash that a 
subsequent emergency should not find her unpre- 
pared. Aunt Fanny's jaw dropped, and her eyes were 
like white rings in a black screen. 

" Gk)od Lawd — wha — what f o'. Miss Bev'ly — " 

** Sh ! Don't cali me Miss Bev'ly. Now, just you 
pay 'tention to me and l'il teli you something queer. 
Get my revolver right away, and don't let those men 
see what you are doing." While Aunt Fanny's trem- 
bling fingers went in search of the fircarm, Beverly 
outlined the situation briefly but explicitly. The old 
woman was not slow to understand. Her wits sharp- 
ened by fcar, she grasped Beverly's instructions with 
astonishing avidity. 

" Ve'y well, yo' highness," she said with fine rever- 
ence, " Ah'U p'ocuah de bottle o' pepp'mint f o' yo' 
if yo' jes don' mine me pulHn' an' haulin' 'mongst dese 
boxes. Mebbe yo' ali Mruther hab de gingeh?" 
With this wonderful subterfuge as a shicld she dug 
slyly into one of the bags and puUed f orth a revolver. 
Under ordinary circumstances she would have been 
mortally af raid to touch it, but not so in this emer* 
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gency. Beverly shoved the weapon into the pocket 
of her gray traveling jacket. 

'* I f eel much better now» Aunt Fanny/* she said» 
and Aunt Fanny gave a vast diuckle. 

** Yas, ma'am, indecd^ — yo' hi^bneBs/* she agreed» 
suavely. 

The coach roUed along for half an hour, and then 
stopped wìth a sudden jolt. An instant later the 
tali driver appeared at the window, bis head uncov- 
ered. A man hard by held a lantem. 

*' Qua vcmdos ar deltanet^ yo$ Mereni** said the 
leader, showing bis white teeth in a triumphant amile. 
His exposed eye seemed to be glowing wìth pleasure 
and excitement. 

** What? " murmured Beverly, hopelessly. A puz- 
zled expression came into his face. Then bis smile 
deepened and his eye took on a knowing gleam. 

** Ah, I see," he said, gaily, ** your highness pref ers 
not to speak the language of Graustark. Is it neces- 
sary for me to repeat in English? '* 

** I really wish you wonld," said Beverly, catching 
her breath. ** Just to see how it sounds, you know." 

** Your every wish shall be gratified. I beg to in- 
f orm you that we bave reached the Inn of the Hawk 
and Raven. This is where we dwelt last night. To- 
morrow we, too, abandon the place, so our f ortunes 
may run together for some hours, at least. There 
is but little to offer you in the way of nourishment, 
and there are none of the comf orts of a palace. Yet 
princesses can no more be choosers than beggars when 
the fare's in one pot. Come, your highness, let me 
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conduci you to the guest chamber of the Inn of the 
Hawk and Raven." 

Beverly took fais hand and stepped to the ground» 
looking about in wonder and perplexity. 

*^ I see no inn," she murmured apprehensiydy. 

*^Look aloft, your highnesa. That great black 
canopy is the roof ; we are standing upon the floor, 
and the dark shadows just beyond the cìrcle of li^t 
are the walls of the Hawk and Raven. This is the 
largest tavem in ali Graustark. Its dimensions are 
as wide as the world itsclf .*• 

^' You mean that there is no inn at ali? ^ the girl 
crìed in dismay. 

^^Alas, I must confess it. And yet there is shel- 
ter here. Come with me. Let your senrant f ollow.** 
He took her by the hand, and led her away f rom the 
coach, a ragged lantem-bearer preceding. Beverly'» 
little right liand was rigidly clutching the revolver 
in her pocket. It was a capacìous pocket, and the 
muzzle of the weapon bored defiantly into a timid 
powder-rag that lay on the bottom. The little leather 
purse f rom which it escaped had its Silver lips opened 
as if in a broad grin of derision, reveling in the plight 
of the chamois. The guide's hand was at once firm 
and gentle, his stride bold, yet easy. His rakish hat» 
with its aggressive red f eather, towered a full head 
above Beverly's Parìsian violets. 

" Have you no home at ali — no house in which to 
sleep? " Beverly managed to ask. 

** I live in a castle of air," said he, waving his hand 
gracef ully. " I sleep in the house of my f athers.'* 
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You poor f ellow/' crìed Beverly, pityingly. He 
laughed and absently patted the hilt of hiB sword. 

She heard the men behind them tuming the ooach 
into'the gien through which they walked carefully. 
Her f eet f eli upon a soft, grassy sward and the dat- 
ter of stones was now no longer heard. They were 
among the shadowy trees, gaunt trunks of enormouB 
sizc looming up in the light of the lanterna. Uncon- 
sciously her thoughts went over to the Forest of 
Arden and the woodland home of Rosalind, as she 
had imagined it to be. Soon there carne to her ears 
the swish of waters, as of some turbnlent river hurry- 
ing by. Instlnctively she drew back and her eyes were 
set with alarm upon the black wall of night ahcad. 
Yetive had spoken more than once of this wildemcss. 
Many an nnlucky traveler had been lost f orever in its 
fastnesscs. 

" It is the river, your highness. There is no dan- 
ger. I will not lead you ii\to it," he said, a trifle 
roughly. "We are low in the valley and there are 
marshes yonder when the river is in its naturai bed. 
The floods bave covered the low grounds, and there 
is a torrent coming down from the hills. Here we 
are, your highness. This is the Inn of the Hawk and 
Raven." 

He bowed and pointed with bis hat to the smoulder- 
ing fire a short distance ahead. They had tumed 
a bend in the overhanging cliff, and were very dose 
to the retreat bef ore she saw the glow. 

The fire was in the open air and directly in front 
of a deep deft in the rocky background. Judging 
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by the sound, the river could not he more than two 
hundred f eet away. Men carne up with lantems and 
others piled brush upon the fire. In a very short 
time the gien was weirdly illuminated by the dancing 
flames. From her seat on a huge log, Beverly was 
thus enabled to survey a portion of her snrroundings. 
The overhanging ledge of rock formed a wìde, deep 
canopy, undemeath which was perfect shelter. The 
floor scemed to be rich, grassless Ioam, and bere and 
there were pallets of long grass, evidently the couches 
of these homeless men. AU about were huge trees, 
and in the direction of the river the grass grew higher 
and then gave place to reeds. The f oliage above was 
so dense that the moon and stars were invisible. There 
was a deathly stillness in the air. The very loneliness 
was so appalling that Beverly 's poor little heart was 
in a quiver of dread. Aunt Fanny, who sat near by, 
had not spoken since leaving the coach, but her eyes 
were expressively active. 

The tali leader stood near the fire, conversing with 
half a dozen of bis foUowers. Miss Calhoun's eyes 
finally rested upon this centrai figure in the strange 
picture. He was attired in a dark-gray uniform 
that reminded her oddly of the dragoon choruses 
in the comic operas at home. The garments, while 
tom and soiled, were well-fitting. His shoulders were 
broad and square, his hips narro w, his legslong and 
straight. There was an air of impudent grace about 
him that went well with his life and profession. 
Surely, bere was a careless freelance upon whom life 
VFeighed lightly, while death "stood afar off" and 
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despaired. The light of the fire brought hÌB gleaming 
face into bold relief , f or his hat was off. Black and 
thick was his hair, rumpied and apparently uncared 
for. The face was lean, smooth and strong» with a 
devil-may-care curve at the comers of the mouth. 
Beverly f ound herself lamenting the faci that 8uch an 
interesting face should be marred by an ugly Uack 
patch, covering she knew not what manner of def ect. 
As for the resi of them, they were a grim company. 
Some were young and beardless, others were old and 
grizzly, but ali were active, alert and strong. The 
leader appeared to be the only one in the party who 
could speak and understand the English languagc. 
As Beverly sat and watched his virile, mocking face, 
and studied his gracef ul movements, she f ound herself 
wonderìng how an ignorant, homeless wanderer in the 
hills could be so poetic and so cultured as this f ellow 
seemed to be. 

Three or four men, who were unmistakably of a 
lower order than their companions, set about prepar- 
ing a supper. Others unhitched the tired horses and 
led them off toward the river. Two dashing young 
f ellows carricd the seat-^cushions under the rocky can- 
opy and constructed an elaborate couch for the 
** Princess." The chief , with his own hands, soon be- 
gan the construction of a small chamber in this par- 
ticular corner of the cave, near the opening. The 
walls of the chamber were formed of carriage robes 
and blankets, cloaks and oak branches. 

" The guest chamber, your highness," he said» ap- 
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proaching her with a smile at the conclusion of hia 
work. 

** It has been most interesting to watch you," she 
said, rising. 

"And it has been a delight to interest you," he 
responded. " You will find seclusion there, and you 
need see none of us until it pleases you." 

She looked him f airly in the eye f or a moment, and 
then impulsively extended her hand. He dasped it 
warmly, but not without some show of surprise. 

" I am trusting you implicitly," she said. 

" The knave is glorified," was his simple rejoinder. 
He conducted her to the improvised bed-chamber, 
Aunt Fanny f ollowing with loyal but uncertain tread. 
** I regret, your highness, that the conveniences are 
«o few. We bave no landlady except Mother Earth, 
no waiters, no porters, no maids, in the Inn of the 
Hawk and Ravcn. This being a men's hotel, the 
baths are on the river-front. I am having water 
brought to your apartments, however, but it is with 
deepest shame and sorrow that I confess we bave no 
towels." 

She laughed so heartily that his face brightened 
perceptibly, whilst the f accs of his men tumed in their 
direction as though by concert. 

** It is a typical mountain resort, then," she said. 
** I think I can manage very well if you will f etch my 
bags to my room, sir." 

" By the way, will you bave dinner served in your 
room?" very good-humoredly. 

If you don't mind, l'd like to eat in the public 
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(iining-room," said she. A few minutei later Beyerly 
was sitting upon one of her Bmall trunks and Armi 
Fanny was laborìoudy bnudiing her dark hair. 

^^ It's very jolly being a prinoess," murmured Miss 
Calhoun. She had bathed her face in one of the 
leather buckets f rom the ooach, and the dust of the 
road had been brushed away by the vigorous lady- 
in-waitlng. 

"Yas, ma'am, Miss — yo^ highness, hit's mon- 
strous fine fo' yo% but whar is Ah goin' to sleep? Out 
yondah, wif ali dose scalawags?" said Aunt Fanny» 
rebellìously. 

" You shall have a bed in here, Aunt Fanny," said 
Beverly. 

" Dey's de queeres' lot o' tramps Ah eveh did see, 
an' Ah wouldn' trust 'em 's fer as Ah could heave a 
brick house." 

" But the leader is such a very courteous gentle* 
man," remonstratcd Beverly. 

** Yas, ma'am ; he mussa came Pm Gawgia or Kain- 
tuck," was Aunt Fanny's sincere compliment. 

The pseudo-princess dined with the vagabonds that 
night. She sat on the log beside the tali leader, and 
ate heartily of the broth and broUcd goatmeat, the 
grapes and the nuts, and drank of the spring water 
which took the place of wine and coffee and cordial. 
It was a strange supper amid strange environments, 
but she enjoyed it as she had never before enjoyed a 
meal. The air was full of romance and danger, and 
her imagination was enthralled. Everything was so 
new and unreal that she scarcdy could believe berseli 
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awake. The world seemed to have gone back io the 
Idays of Robin Hood and his merry men. 

" You fare well at the Inn of the Hawk and Raven/' 
she said to hlm, her voice tremulous with excitement. 
He looked moumfully at her f or a moment and then 
smiled naively. 

** It is the first wholesome meal we have had in twQ 
idays," he replied. 

"Youdon'tmeanit!»' 

" Yes. We were lucky with the guns to-day. Fate 
was kind to us — and to you, f or we are better pre- 
pared to entertain royalty to-day than at any time 
since I have been in the hills of Graustark." 

" Then you have not always lived in Graustark? '* 

" Alas, no, your highness. I have lived elsewhere.'^ 

" But you were bom in the principality ? '* 

" I am a subject of its princess in heart from this 
day forth, but not by birth or condition. I am a 
native of the vast domain known to a few of us as 
Circiunstance,'* and he smiled rather recklessly. 

** You are a poet, a delicious poet,'* cried Beverly, 
forgetting herself in her enthusiasm. 

" Perhaps thàt is why I am hungry and unshonu 
It had not occurred to me in that light. When you 
are ready to retire, your highness," he said, abruptly 
rising, *^we shall be pleased to consider the Inn of 
the Hawk and Raven closed for the night. Having 
feasted well, we should sleep well. We have a hard 
iiay before us. With your consent, I shall place my 
couch of grass near your door. I am the porter. 
STou have but to cali if anything is desired.'' 




6C BEVERLY OF GRAUSTARE 

She was tired, but she would bave sat up ali nig^t 
rather than miss any of the strange romance that 
had been thrust upon ber. But Slr Red-featber'a 
auggestion savored of a command and she reluctantly 
made ber way to the flappìng blanket that marked the 
entrance to the bed-chamber. He drew the curtain 
aside, swung bis hat low and muttered a soft good- 
night. 

^* May your bigbness's dreams be pleasant once! ^ 
he sald. 

*^ Thank you/' sald she, and the curtain dropped 
impertinently. " That was very cool of him, I must 
say," she added, as she looked at the wayering door. 

When she went to sleep, she never knew; she was 
certain that ber eyes were rebellious for a long time 
and that she wondered how ber gray dress would look 
after she had slept in it ali night. She heard low 
singing as if in the distance, but after a while the 
stillness became so intense that its pressure almost 
suffocated ber. The rush of the river grew louder 
and louder and there was a swishing sound that died 
in ber ears almost as she wondered what it meant. Her 
last waking thoughts were of the " black-patch " poet. 
Was he lying near the door? 

She was awakened in the middle of the night by the 
violent flapping of her chamber door. Startled, she 
sat bolt upright and strained ber eyes to pierce the 
mysterious darkness. Aunt Fanny, on her bed of 
grass, stirred convulsively, but did not awake. The 
blackness of the strange chamber was broken ever 
and anon by, faint flashes of light from wi*bout, «nd 
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fihe lived through long mìnutes of terror before il 
dawned upon ber that a thiinderstorm was brewing. 
The wind was rising, and the night seemed agog with 
excìtement. Beverly crept from ber couch and felt 
ber way to the flutterìng doorway. Drawing aside 
the blanket sbe peered f orth into the night, ber heart 
jumping with terror. Her bighness was very much 
af raid of thunder and lightning. 

The fire in the open bad dicd down until naught 
remained but a few glowing embers. These were 
blown into briUiancy by the wind, casting a steady 
red light over the scene. There was but one human 
figure in sight. Beside the fire stood the tali wan« 
derer. He was hatless and coatless, and bis arms were 
folded across bis chest. Seemingly oblivious to the 
approach of the storm, he stood staring into the heap 
of ashes at bis f eet. His face was toward her, every 
f eature plainly distinguishable in the f aint glow from 
the fire. To her amazement the black patch was miss* 
ing from the eye; and, what surprised her almost to 
the point of exclaiming aloud, there appeared to he 
absolutely no reason f or its presence there at any time. 
There was no mark or blemish upon or about the eye ; 
it was as clear and penetrating as its f ellow, darkly 
gleaming in the red glow from below. Moreover, 
Beverly saw that he was strikingly bandsome — a 
strong, manly face. The bighly imaginative southern 
girPs mind reverted to the first portraits of Napoleou 
fihe bad seen. 

Suddenly he started, threw up his head and looking 
up to the sky uttered some strange words. Then he 
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ttrode abruptly toward her doorway, She f di back 
breathless. He stopped just outside, and ahe kncw 
that he was listening for sounds from within» After 
many minutes she stealthily looked forth again. He 
was standing near the fire, his back toward her, looking 
off into the night. 

The wind was growing stronger ; the breeies f anned 
the night into a rush of shivery coohiess. Constant 
flickerings of lightning illuminated the f orest, trans- 
fonning the tree-tops into great black waves. Tali 
reeds along the river bank began to bend their tops» 
to swing themselves gently to and from the wind. In 
the lowlands down from the cave " will o' the wisps '* 
played tag with " Jack o' the lantems,'' merrily scam- 
pering about in the blackness, reminding her of the 
revellers in a famous Brocken scene. Low moans 
grew out of the havoc, and voices seemed to speak in 
unintelligible whispers to the agitated twigs and 
leaves. The secrets of the wind were being spread 
upon the records of the night; tales of many climes 
passed through the ears of Nature. 

From gentle undulations the marshland reeds swept 
into lowcr dips, danced wilder minuets, lashed each 
other with infatuated glee, mocking the whistle of 
the wind with an angry swish of their tali bodics. 
Around the comices of the Inn of the Hawk and 
Raven scurried the singing breezes, reluctant to leave 
a playground so plcasing to the fancy. Soon the 
night became a cauldron, a surging, hissing, roaring 
receptacle in which were mixing the ingredients of 
disaster. Night-birds flapped through the moaning 
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tree-tops, in search of shelter; reeds were flattened to 
the earth, bowing to the soyereignty of the wind; 
douds roared with the rumble of a mlllion chariots^ 
and then the sky and the earth met in one of those 
«avage conflicts that make ali other warfare seem 
as play. 

As Beverly sank back from the crash, she saw him 
throw his arms aloft as though ìnviting the elements 
to mass themselves and their energy upon his head. 
She shriekcd involuntarily and he heard the cry above 
the camage. Instantly his face was tumed in her 
direction. 

"Help! Help!" she cried. He boiindcd toward 
the swishing robes and blankets, but his impulse had 
found a rivai in the blast. Like a flash the walls of 
the guest chamber were whisked away, scuttling off 
into the night or back into the depths of the cavern. 
With the deluge came the man. From among the 
fitifling robes he snatched her up and bore her away, 
she knew not whither« 
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AY aU stonii8*be as pleasant as tliis 
one!" she heard someone say, with a 
merry laugh. The next instant ihe was 
placed soimdly upon her f eet. A blìnd- 
ing flash of lightning revealed Baldos, 
the goat-hunter, at her side, while a 
dozen shadowy figures were scrambling to their f eet in 
ali corners of the Hawk and Raven. Someone was 
clutching her by the dress at the knees. She did not 
have to look down to know that it was Aitnt Fanny. 

*^ Goodness ! " gasped the princess, and then it was 
pitch dark again. The man at her side callcd out a 
command in his own language, and then turned his 
face dose to hcrs. 

" Do not be alarmed. We are quite saf e now. The 
royal bed-chamber has come to grief , however, I am 
sorry to say. What a fool I was not to have f ore- 
seen ali this ! The storm has been brewing since mid- 
night," he was saying to her. 

" Isn't it awful? " cried Beverly, between a moan 
and a shriek. 

^^They are trifles after one gets used to them,*^ 

56 
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he saicL ^ I have come to be quite at home in the 
tempest. There are other things much more annoy- 
ing, I assure your highness. We shall have lights in. 
a moment." Even as he spoke, two or three lanterna 
began to flicker f eebly. 

" Be quìet, Aunt Fanny ; you are not killed at ali,'* 
commanded Beverly, quite firmly. 

** De house is suah to blow down, Miss — yo* high- 
ness," groaned the trusty maidservant, Beverly 
laughed bravely bui nervously with the tali goat- 
hunter. He at once set about making his guest com- 
fortable and secure from the effects of the tempest, 
which was now at its height. Her couch of cushions 
was dragged far back into the cavem and the rescued 
blankets, though drenched, again became a screen. 

" Do you imaglne that Fm going in there while 
this storm rages?" Beverly demanded, as the work 
progressed. 

"Are you not afraid of lightning? Most young 
women are." 

" That*s the trouble. I am afraid of it. Fd much 
rather stay out bere where there is company. You 
don't mind, do you? " 

** Paradise cannot be spumed by one who now f eels 
its warmth for the first time," said he, gallantly. 
** Your f ear is my delighL Pray sit upon our throne. 
It was once a humble carriage pail of leather, but now 
ìt is exalted. Besidcs, it is much more comfortable 
than some of the gflded chairs we bear about." 

" You are given to irony, I f ear," she said, observ- 
ing a peculiar smile on his lips. 
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^^ I crave pardon, your hìghness," he said, humbly. 
*^ The heart of the goat-hunter in more gentle than 
his wit. I shall not again f orget that you are a 
princess and I the veriest beggar.** 

" I didn't mean to hurt you ! " she cried, in contri- 
tion, for she was a very poor example of what a 
princess is supposed to be. 

^^ There is no wound, your highness," he quickly 
said. With a mocking grace that almost angered her, 
he dropped to his knee and motioned for her to be 
seated. She sat down suddenly, dapping her hands 
to her ears and shutting her eyes tightly. The 
crash of thunder that carne at that instant was the 
most f earful of ali, and it was a full minute bef ore 
she dared to lift her lids again. He was standing 
before her, and there was genuine compassion in his 
face. " It's terrible," he said. " Never before bave 
I seen such a storm. Have courage, your highness; 
it can last but little longer." 

'^ Goodness ! " said the real American girl, for want 
of something more expressive. 

** Your servant has crept into your couch, I f ear. 
Shall I sit bere at your feet? Perhaps you may feel 
a small sense of security if I " 

** Indeed, I want you to sit there," she cried. He 
forthwith threw himself upon the floor of the cave, a 
graceful, respectful guardian. Minutes went by 
without a word f rom either. The noise of the storm 
made it impossible to speak and be heard. Scattered 
about the cavem were his outstretched followers, 
doubtless asleep once more in ali this turmoiL With 



THE HOME OP THE LION 89 

the first lull in the war of the elements, Beverly gare 
utterance to the thought that long had been strug- 
glìng f or release. 

" Why do you wear that horrid black patch over 
your eye? " she asked, a trifle timidly. He muttered 
a sharp exclamatìon and dapped his hand to his eye. 
For the first time since the beglnnlng of theìr strange 
acquaintanceship Beverly observed downright con- 
f usion in this debonair knight of the wilds. 

"It has — has slipped off " he stammered, 

with a guilty grin. His merry insolence was gone, 
his composnre with it. Beverly laughed with keen 
enjoyment over the discomfiture of the shame-faced 
vagabonda 

"You can't foci me," she exclaimed, shaking her 
finger at him in the most unconventional way. ** It 
was intended to be a disguise. There is absolutely 
nothing the mattar with your eye." 

He was speechless for a moment, recovering himself • 
Wisdom is conceived in silence, and he knew this. 
Vagabond or gentleman, he was a clever actor. 

** The eye is weak, your highness, and I cover it 
in the daytime to protect it from the sunlight," he 
said, cooUy. 

** That's ali very nice, but it looks to be quite as 
good as the other. And what is more, sir, you are not 
putting the patch over the same eye that wore it when 
I first saw you. It was the left eye at sunset. Does 
the trouble transfer after dark? " 

He broke into an honest laugh and hastily moved 
the black patch across his nose to the left eye. 
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^ I was tumed around in the darkiieis, ihai^s allf^ 
he said, serenely. ** It belongt over the left eye» and 
I am deepl j gratef ul to yoa f or disoorermg the earror/^ 

** I don't see any espedal reason why you ihoiild 
wear it after dark, do you? There is no minlic^t» 
Pm Bure/* 

^^ I am dazzled, neverthdefs,'' he retorted. 

^^ Fiddlesticks 1 ^ she said* ^^ Thii is a cave» noC a 
drawing-room.'* 

^^ In other words, I am a lout and not a ooortiert'' 
he smiled. ** Well, a lout may look at a princesB. We 
haye no court etiquette in the hills, I am sorry to 
•ay.'* 

" That was very unkind, even though you said it 
most becomingly," she protested. *^ You bave called 
this pail a throne. Let us also imagine that you are 
a courtier.'* 

" You punish me most gently, your highness. I 
shall not f orget my manners again, believe me." He 
seemed thoroughly subdued. 

" Then I shall expect you to remove that horrid 
black thing. It is positively villainous. You look 
much better without it." 

" Is it an edict or a compliment? " he asked witK 
such dcep gravity that she flushed. 

" It is neither," she answered. " You don't bave lo 
take it off unless you want to " 

" In either event, it is off. You were right. It 
serves as a partial disguise. I bave many enemiea 
and the black patch is a very good friend." 
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** How perf ectly lovely,'* cried Beverly. " Teli me 
«H about it. I adore stories about f euds and ali that." 

'*Your husband is an American. He should be 
able to keep you well entertained wìth blood-and-thun- 
der stories," said he. 

**My bus — What do you — Oh, yes!" gasped 
Beverly. ** To be sure. I didn't hear you, I guess. 
That was rather a severe clap of thunder» wasn't it? ^ 

** Is that also a command? " 

** What do you mean? '* 

** There was no thunderclap, you know.^ 

** Oh, wasn't there? " helplessly. 

** The storm is quite past. There is stili a dash 
of rain in the air and the wind may be dying hard, 
but aside f rom that I think the noise is quite subdued." 

** I believe you are right. How sudden it ali was." 

** There are several hours between this and dawn, 
your highness, and you should try to get a little more 
sleep. Your cushions are dry and " 

**Very well, since you are so eager to get rid 

of " began Beverly, and then stopped, f or it did 

not sound particularly regal. " I should bave said, 
you are very thoughtf ul. You will cali me if I sleep 
late?" 

**We shall start early, with your permission. It 
is forty miles to Ganlook, and we must be half way 
there by nightfall." 

"Must we spend another night like this?" cried 
Beverly, dolefully. 

" Alas, I f ear you must endure us another night. I 
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am af raid, howeyer, we shall noi find quaiten as oom* 
f ortable as these of the Hawk and Raven.'' 

" I didn't mean to be ungratef ul and — er — snip- 
pish," she saìd, wondering if he knew the meaning of 
the word- 

^ No? ^ he said politely, and sheknew he dìd noE-^ 
whereupon she f elt dìstinctly humbled. 

^' You know you speak such excellent English," ahe 
said irrelevantly. 

He bowed low. As he straightened his figure, to 
his amazement, he beheld an agonìzing look of horror 
on her face; her eyes riveted on the mouth of the 
cavem. Then, there carne an angrier sound, unlike 
any that had gone bef ore in that night of tiinnoil. 

"Look there! Quick!'' 

The cry of terror from the girl's palsied lips, as 
she pointed to something behind him, awoke the moun- 
tain man to instant action. Listinctively, he snatched 
his long dagger from its sheath and tumed quickly. 
Not twenty f eet from them a huge cat-like beast stood 
half crouchcd on the edge of the darkness, his long 
tail switching angrily. The feeble light from the 
depth of the cave threw the long, water-soaked visitor 
into bold relief against the black wall beyond. 
Apparently, he was as much surprised as the two who 
glared at him, as though f rozen to the spot. A snarl- 
ing whine, a fierce growl, indicated his fury at 
finding his shelter — his lair occupied. 

** My Grod ! A mountain lion ! Ravone ! Franz ! 
To me!" he cried hoarsely, and sprang bef ore her 
shouting loudly to the sleepers. 
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A score of men, half awake, grasped their weaponf 
and struggled to their feet in answer to bis cedi. The 
lion's gaunt body shot through the air. In two 
boimds, he was upon the goat-hunter. Baldos stood 
squarely and firmly to meet the rush of the maddened 
beast, bis long dagger poised for the death-dealing 
blow. 

" Run ! " he sbouted to ber. 

Beverly Calboun bad figbting blood in ber veing. 
Utterly unconscious of ber action, at the time, sbe 
qnickly drew the little silver-handled revolver from 
the pocket of ber gown. As man, beast and knife 
carne together, in ber excitement sbe fired recklessly 
at the combatants without any thought of the immi- 
nent danger of killing ber protector. Tbere was a wild 
scream of pain from the wounded beast, more pistol 
sbots, fierce yells from the excited bunters, the rush 
of feet and then the terrified and almost f rantic girl 
staggered and f eli against the rocky wall. Her wide 
gray eyes were fastened upon the writbing lion and 
the smoking pistol was tigbtly clutcbed in ber band. 

It bad ali occurred in such an incredible short space 
of time that sbe could not yet realize what bad hap- 
pened. 

Her heart and brain seemed paralyzed, ber limbs 
stifF and immovable. Like the dizzy whirl of a ka- 
leidoscope, the picture before ber resolved itself into 
sbape. 

The beast was gasping bis last upon the rocky floor, 
the hilt of the goat hunter's dagger protruding from 
bis side. Baldos, supported by two of bis men, stood 
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above the savage vietimi his legt oorered with blood* 
The cave was full of smoke and the smeli of powder. 
Out of the haze she began to see the li£^t of under- 
standing. Baldos alone was injured. He had stood 
between ber and the rush of the lion, and he had 
saved ber, at a cost she knew not how great. 

"Oh, the blood!" she crìed hoarsely. "Is it — 
is it — are you badly hurt?" She was at bis side» 
the plstol f alling f rom ber nenrons fingers. 

"Don't come nea me; Fm ali right," he crìed 
quickly. 

" Take care — your ''-— ^ 
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Oh, l'm so glad to bear you speak ! Never mind 
the dress! You are tom to pieces! You must be 
frigbtfully burt. Oh, isn't it terrible — borrìble! 
Aunt Fanny ! Come bere tbis minute ! " 

Forgetting the beast and tbrowing off the paralysis 
of-fear, she pushed one of the men away and grasped 
the arm of the injured man. He winced perceptibly 
and she f elt something warm and sticky on ber bands. 
She knew it was blood, but it was not in ber to sbrink 
at a moment like tbis. 

"Your arm, too!" she gasped. He smiled, 
altbougb bis face was white with pain. " How brave 
you were ! You migbt bave been — FU never f orget 
it — never ! Don't stand there, Aunt Fanny ! Quick ! 
Get those cusbions f or bim. He's burt.'' 

" Grood Lawd ! " was ali the old woman could say, 
but she obeyed ber mistress. 

^^It was easier than it looked, your bighness,^ 
murmured Baldos. *^ Luck was with me. The knife 
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went to his hearL I am merely scratched. His leap 
was short, bui he caught me above the knees with 
ina daws. Alas, jour hìghness, these trousers of 
mme were bad enough before, bui now they are in 
diredi. What patchìng I shall bave to do! And 
jou may well imagine we are short of thread and 
needles and thimbles ^ 

**Don't jest, for heaven's sake! Don't talk like 
that. Here ! Lie down upon these cushions and ^" 

"Never! Desecrate the couch of Graustark's 
Tuler? I, the poor goat-hunter? 1*11 use the lion for 
a pillow and the rock for an operating table. In ten 
mmutes my men can bave these scratches dressed and 
bound — in fact, there is a surgical student among 
them, poor fellow. I think I am his first patient. 
Rayone, attend me." 

He threw himself upon the ground and calmly 
plactd his head upon the body of the animai. 

" I insist upon your taking these cushions,*' cried 
Beverly. 

"And I decline irrevocably." She stared at him 
in positive anger. " Trust Ravone to dress these 
trifling wounds, your highness. He may not be as 
gentle, but he is as finn as any princess in ali the 
world." 

"But your arm?" she cried. "Didn't you say 
it was your legs? Your arm is covered with blood, 
too. Oh, dear me, Fm afraid you are frightfully 
wounded." 

'^A stray bullet from one of my men struck me 
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there, I think. You know there was but little time 
for aiming ^' 

^^ Wait ! Let me think a minute ! Gkxxl heavens ! " 
she exclaimed with a start. Her eyes were suddenly 
filled with tears and there was a break in her voice. 
" I shot you ! Don't deny it — don't ! It is the right 
army and your men could not have hit it from where 
they stood. Oh, oh, oh ! " 

Baldos smiled as he bared his arm. ^^ Your aim was 
good," he admitted. " Had not my knif e ahready 
been in the lion's heart, your buUet wouid have gone 
there. It is my misfortune that my arm was in the 
way. Besides, your highness, it has only cut through 
the skin — and a little below, perhaps. It will be well 
in a day or two. I am sure you will find your bullet 
in the carcass of our lamented friend, the probable 
owner of this place." 

Ravone, a hungry-looking youth, took charge of 
the wounded leader, while her highness retreated to 
the farthest corner of the cavem. There she sat and 
trembled while the wounds were being dressed. Aunt 
Fanny bustled back and f orth, first unceremoniously 
pushing her way through the circle of men to take 
observations, and then reporting to the impatient 
girl. The storm had passed and the night was stili, 
except for the rush of the river; raindrops fell now 
and then from the trees, glistening like diamonds as 
they touched the Hght from the cavem's mouth. It 
was ali very dreary, uncanny and oppressive to poor 
Beverly. Now and then she caught herself sobbing, 
more out of shame and humiliation than in sadness» 
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f or had she not shot the man who stepped between 
lier and death? What must he think of her? 

" He says yo* ali 'd betteh go to baid, Miss Bev — 
jro* highness," said Aunt Fanny after one of her 
trips. 

"Oh, he does, does he?" sniffed Beverly. "FU 
g^ to bed when I please. Teli him so. No, no — 
don't do it, Annt Fanny! Teli him FU go to bed 
when l'm sure he is quite comfortable, not before." 

" But he's jes' a goat piincheh er a ^*' 

" He's a man, if tliere evcr was one. Don't let 
me hear you cali hlm a goat puncher again. How 
are his legs?" Annt Fanny was almost stunned by 
this amazing question f rom her ever-decorous mistress. 
** Why don't you answer? Will they bave to be cut 
off? Didn't you see them?" 

" Fo' de Lawd's sake, missy, co'se Ah did, but yo* 
ali klndeh susprise me. Dey's p'etty bad skun up, 
missy; de hide's peeled up consid'ble. But hit ain* 
dang'ous, — no, ma'am. Jes' skun, 'at's ali." 

** And his arm — where I shot him ? " 

*' Puffec'ly triflin', ma'am, — yo' highness. Cob- 
webs 'd stop de bleedin' an' Ah tole 'em so, but *at 
felleh couldn' un'stan' me. Misteh what*s-his-name, 
he says something to de docteh, an' den dey goes af teh 
de cobwebs, suah 'nough. 'Taìn' bleedin' no mo% 
missy. He's mostes' neah doin* ve'y fine. Co'se, he 
caìn' walk fo* sev^l days wiv dem laigs o' his'n, 
but " 

" Then, in heaven's name, how are we to get to 
Edelweiss?" 
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'' He c'n ride» cain't he? Wha's to hindeh him? "^ 

*^ Quite rìght. He ahall ride inside the coach. Ga 
and see if I can do anything f or him.'' 

Aunt Fanny reiumed in a few minutes. 

*^ He BSLjB jo'll do him a great favoh if 70' jes^ 
go to baid. He sends hia 'spects an' hopes 70' dum- 
beh won' he dìstubbed ag'in.^ 

'^ He's a perf ect brute 1 '' exdaimed Beverl7, but she 
went over and crawled under the blankets and anx>n|( 
the cuthìons the wonnded man had Boomed. 
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HERE was a soft, warm, yellow glow 
to the world when Beverly Calhoun 
next looked upon it. The sun f rom his 
throne in the mountain tops was smil- 
ing down upon the valley the night 
had ravaged while he was on the other 
side of the earth. The leaves of the trees werc a 
softer green, the white of the rocks and the yellow of 
the road were of a gentler tint ; the brown and green 
reeds were proudly erect once more. 

The stirring of the mountain men had awakened 
Aunt Fanny, and she in turn called her mistress f rom 
the surprisingly peaceful slumber into which perfect 
health had sent her not so many hours before. At 
the entrance to the improvised bedchamber stood 
buckets of water from the spring. 

" We have very thoughtful chambermaids," re- 
marked Beverly while Aunt Fanny was putting her 
hair into presentable shape. "And an energetic cook," 
she added as the odor of broiled meat came to her nos- 
trils. 
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** Ah cain' see nothin' o' dai beastes. Miss BeTerlj; 
— an* — Ah — Ah got mah suspidons," said Aunt- 
Fanny, wìth sepulchral despair in ber voice. 

** They've thrown the awf ul thing into the river,*^ 
concluded Beverly. 

Dey's cookin' hit!" said Aunt Fanny solemniy. 
Good heaven, no ! " crìed Beverly. ** Go and see, 
this minute. I wouldn't eat that catlike thing f or the 
whole world." Aunt Fanny came back a few minutes 
later with the assurance that they were roasting goat 
meat. The skin of the midnight visitor was stretched 
upon the ground not far away. 

" And how is he? " asked Beverly, jamming a hat 
pin through a helpless bunch of violets. 

" He's ve'y 'spectably skun, yo* highness." 

" I don't mean the animai, stupid." 

** Yo' mean 'at Misteh Goat man? He's settin* up 
an' chattin' as if nothin' happened. He says to me 
'at we staht on ouah way jes' as soon as yo' ali eats 
yo' b'eakfus'. De hosses is hitched up an' ^^ 

" Has everybody else eaten? Am I the only one 
that hasn't? " cried Beverly. 

" 'Ceptin' me, yo' highness. Ah'm as hungry as a 
poah man's dawg, an' '' 

" And he is being kept f rom the hospital because 
I am a lazy, good-f or-nothing little — Come on, Aunt 
Fanny; we haven't a minute to spare. If he looks 
very ili, we do without breakfast." 

But Baldos was the most cheerful man in the party. 
He was sitting with bis back against a tree, bis tight 
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arm in a sling of woven reeds, his black patch set 
upon the proper eye, 

"You will pardon me for not rislng," he said 
cheenly, ** but, your highness, I am much too awk- 
ward this morning to act as befitting a courtier in the 
presence of his sovereign. You have slept well? " 

" Too well, I f ear. So well, in f act, that you have 
suffered for it. Can't we start at once?" She was 
debating within herself whether it would be quite 
good form to shake hands with the redining hero. 
In the giare of the broad daylight he and his f ollow- 
ers looked more ragged and f amished than bef ore, but 
they also appeared more picturesquely romantic. 

**When you have eaten of our humble fare, your 
highness, — the last meal at the Hawk and Raven." 

" But Fm not a bit hungry." 

** It is very considerate of you, but equally unrea- 
sonable. You must eat bef ore we start.'' 

" I can't bear the thought of your sufFering when 
we should be hurrying to a hospital and competent 
surgeons." He laughed gaily, ** Oh, you needn't 
laugh. I know it hurts. You say we cannot reach 
Ganlook bef ore to-morrow? Well, we can't stop bere 
a minute longer than we — Oh, thank you!*' A 
ragged servitor had placed a rude bowl of meat and 
some fruit bef ore her. 

** Sit down bere, your highness, and prepare your- 
self for a long fast. We may go until nightf ali with- 
out food. The game is scarce and we dare not venture 
far into the hills." 

Beverly sat at his f eet and daintily began the opera* 
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tion of picking a bone with ber pretty fingen and 
teeth. ^^ I am sorry we bave no knives and forlu,'* 
be apologized. 

^^ I don't mind,'' said 8be. *' I wisb yoa would re* 
move that black patcb.** 

^' Alas, I must resumé tbe bated disguise. A cbanoe 
enemy might recognize me." 

" Your — your dothes bave been mended," sbe re- 
marked with a furtive glanoe at bis long legs. Tbe 
trousers bad been rudely sewed up and no beuidages 
were visible. " Are you — your legs terribly burt? " 

*^ They are badly scratcbed, but not seriously. Tbe 
bftndages are skilfully placed," he added, seeing ber 
look of doubt. " Ravone is a genius." 

"Well, FU burry," sbe said, blushing deeply. 
Goat-bimter though he was and sbe a princess, bis 
eyes gleamed with tbe joy of her beauty and bis heart 
thumped with a most unruly admiration. ^^ You 
were very, very brave last night," sbe said at last — 
and her rescuer smiled contentedly. 

Sbe was not long in finishing the rude but whole- 
some meal, and then announced her readiness to be 
on the way. With the authority of a genuine princess 
she commanded him to ride inside the coach, gave in- 
comprehensible directions to the driver and to the 
escort, and would listen to none of his protestations. 
When the clumsy vehicle was again in the highway and 
bumping over the ridgcs of flint, the goat-hunter was 
beside his princess on the rear seat, his f eet upon the 
opposite cushions near Aunt Fanny, a well-arranged 
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bridge of boxes and bags pToyiding support f or bis 
long legs. 

'^ We want to go to a hospital," Beverly had sald io 
the driver, very much as she might have spoken had 
she been in Washington. She was standing bravely 
beside the f orewheel, ber face flushed and eager. Bai* 
dos, from bis serene position on the cushions, watched 
ber with kindling eyes. The grizzled driver grinned 
and shook bis head despairingly. ^^ Oh, pshaw ! You 
don't understand, do you? Hospital — h-o-s-p-I-t- 
a-1," she spelt it out for bim, and stili he shook bis 
head. Others in the motley; retinue were smiling 
broadly. 

'^ Speak to bim in your own language, your high- 
ness, and he will be sure to understand," ventured the 
patient. 

** I am speaking in my — I mean, I pref er to speak 
in English. Please teli bim to go to a hospital," she 
said confusedly. Baldos gave a few jovicd instruc- 
tions, and then the raggedest courtier of them ali 
handed Beverly into the carriage >rith a grace that 
amazed ber. 

" You are the most remarkable goat-bunters I bave 
ever seen," she remarked in sincere wonder. 

"And you speak the most perfect English l've 
ever heard," he replied. 

" Oh, do you really think so? Miss Grimes used 
to say I was hopeless. You know I had a — a tutor," 
she bastily explained. " Don't you think ìt strange 
we've met no Axphain soldiers? " she went on, chang- 
ing the subject abruptly. 
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** We are not yet out of the woods," he said. 

** That was a purely American aphorism," she criedf 
looking at him ìntently. ** Where did you leam ali 
your English?'* 

" I had a tutor," he answered easily. 

**You are a very odd person," she sighed. **1 
don't believe that you are a goat-hunter at ali." 

" If I were not a goat-hunter I should have starved 
long ago," he said. " Why do you doubt me? " 

" Simply because you treat me one moment as if 
I were a princess, and the next as if I were a child. 
Humble goat-hunters do not f orget their station in 
life." 

" I have much to leam of the deference due to 
queens," he said. 

" That's just like * The Mikado' or * Pinafore,' " 
she exclaimed. ** I believe you are a comic-opera 
brigand or a pirate chieftain, after ali." 

" I am a lowly outcast," he smiled. 

" Well, l've decided to take you into Edelweiss 
and ^" 

" Pardon me, your highness," he said firmly, 
** That cannot be. I shall not go to Edelweiss." 

" But I command you ^" 

" It*s very kind of you, but I cannot enter a hos- 
pital — not even at Ganlook. I may as well conf ess 
that I am a hunted man and that the instructions 
are to take me dead or alive." 

" Impossible ! " she gasped, involuntarily shrink- 
ing from him. 

" I have wronged no mail, yet I am being hunted 
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3own as though I were a beast," he saìd, his face 
tuming haggard f or the moment. " The hills of 
Graustark, the plateaus of Axphaìn and the vallejs 
of Dawsbergen are alive wìth men who are bent on 
ending my unhappy but ìnconvenìent existence. It 
would he suicide for me to enter any one of your 
towns or cities. Even you could not protect me, 
•I f ear." 

'^ This sounds like a dream. Oh, dear me, you 
3on't look like a hardened criminal," she cried. 

** I am the hiunble leader of a f aithf ul band who 
will die with me when the time comes. We are not 
criminals, your highness. In return for what service 
I may have performed for you, I ìmplore you to 
question me no further. Let me be your slave up to 
the walls of Ganlook, and then you may forget 

Baldos, the goat-hunter." 

" I never can forget you," she cried, touching his 

injured arm gently. "Will you forget the one who 

gave you this wound? " 

" It is a very gentle wound, and I love it so that 

I pray it may never heal." She looked away sud- 

(denly. 

" Teli me one thing," she said, a mist coming over 

her eyes. ** You say they are hunting you to the 

death. Then — then your fault must be a grievous 

one. Have you — have you killed a man? " she added 

hastily. He was silent for a long time. 

** I f ear I have killed more than one man," he said 

in low tones. Again she shrank into the corner of 

the coach* ^^History says that your father was a 
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braye soldier and f ought in many battks," he ireat oii* 

'' Yes," ahe said, thinldng of Major George Cal- 
lìoan* 

^He killed men theUf perhaj», as I haye IdDed 
tbem," he said. 

^ Oh, my f ather never killed a man ! " cried Beverly » 
in devout horror. 

'^ Yet Graustark rereres his mighty prowess on the 
field of batUe," said he, half laoonically. 

^' Oh," she murmured, rememberìng that ahe was 
now the daughter of Yetiye's f ather. ^ I see. You 
are not a — a — a mere murderer, then? ** 

** No. I have been a soldier — that ìs ali." 

'^Thank heaven!" she murmured, and was no 
longer afraìd of him. "Would — would a pardon 
be of any especlal benefit to you?" she asked, won- 
dering how far her ìnfluence might go with the Prin- 
cess Yetive. 

**It is beyond your power to hdp me," he said 
gravely. She was silent, but it was .the silence of 
deep reflection. ** Your highness lef t the castle ten 
days ago," he said, dismissing himself as a subject 
for conversation. " Have you kept in dose com- 
munication with Edelweiss during that time? " 

'^ I know nothing of what is going on there," she 
said, quite truthfully. She only knew that she had 
sent a message to the Princess Yetive, apprising her 
of her arrivai in St. Petersburg and of her intention 
to leave soon for the Graustark capital. 

" Then you do not know that Mr. Lorry is stili 
on the Dawsbergen frontier in conference with rep- 
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resentatives from Serros. He may noi return for a 
week, 8o Colonel Quinnox brings back word.'' 

** It's news to me," murmured Beverly. 

^You do not seem to be alarmed," he Tentured. 
^ Yet I f ancy it ìa not a dangerous mission, althoa^ 
Prìnoe Grabriel is ready to battle at a moraent's notìoe." 

^ I bave the utmost confidenoe in Mr. Lorry/' said 
Beverly, with proper pride. 

'^ Baron Dangloss, your mlnister of police, is in 
these mountains watching the operations of Azphainr 
■couts and spies." 

** Is he? You are very well posted, it seems.'' 

^ Moreover, the Axphainians are planning to attack 
Ganlook upon the first signal from their ruler. I da 
not wish to alarm your highness, but we may as well 
expect trouble before we come to the Ganlook gates. 
You are known to be in the pass, and I am certain a» 
effort will be made to take possession of your person.'^ 

** They wouldn*t dare ! " she exclaimed. ** Unde 
Sam would annihilate them in a week." 

" Uncle Sam? Is he related to your Aunt Fanny? 
Fm af raid he could do but little against Volga's fight* 
ing men," he said, with a smile. 

*^ They'd soon find out who Unde Sam is if thej 
touch me," she threatened grandly. He seemed puz- 
zled, but was too polite to press her for explanations. 
'^ But, he is a long way off and couldn't do much if 
we were suddenly attacked from ambush, could he? 
What would they do to me if I were taken, as you 
suggest? " she was more concemed than she appeared 
tobe. 
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^^With you in tbeir hands, Graustark wouid be 
utterly helpless. Volga could demand anythiiig she 
likedy and your minìstry would be f orced to submit." 

*^ I really think it would be a capital joke on the 
Princess Volga,'* mused Beverly reflectively. He did 
not know what she meant^ but regarded her soft amile 
as the clear title to the serenity of a princess. 

She sank bau^k and gave herself over to the com- 
plications that were likely to grow out of her involun- 
tary deception. The one thing which worried her 
more than ali others was the f ear that Yetive might 
not be in Edelweiss. According to ali reports, she 
had lately been in St. Petersburg and the mere fact 
that she was supposed to be traveling by coach was 
sufficient proof that she was not at her capital. Then 
there was, of course, the possibility of trouble on the 
road with the Axphain scouts, but Beverly enjoyed 
the optimism of youth and civilization. 

Baldos, the goat-hunter, was dreamily thinking 
of the beautiful young woman at his side and of the 
queer f reak Fortune had played in bringing them to- 
gether. As he studied her face he could not but 
lament that marriage, at least, established a barrier 
between her and the advances his bold heart might 
otherwise be willing to risk. His black hair straggled 
down over his f orehead and his dark eyes — the patch 
had been surreptitiously lif ted — were unusually pen- 
sive. 

*^ It is strange that you live in Graustark and have 
not seen its princess — before," she said, laying 
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groundwork for enquiry conceming the acts and 
whereabouts of the real princess. 

" May it please your highness, I have not lived 
long in Granstark. Besides, it is said that half the 
people of Ganlook have never looked upon your face." 

" l'm not surprised at that. The proportion is 
much smaller than I imagined. I have not visited 
Ganlook, strange as it may seem to you." 

" One of my company f eli in with some of your 
guards f rom the Ganlook garrison day before yester- 
day. He leamed that you were to reach that city 
within forty-eìght hours. A large detachment of 
men has been sent to meet you at Labbot." 

" Oh, indeed," said Beverly, very much interested. 

" They must have been misinf ormed as to your 
route — or else your Russian escort decided to take 
you through by the lower and more hazardous way. 
It was our luck that you came by the wrong road. 
Otherwise we should not have met each other — and 
the lion," he said, smiling reflectively. 

"Where is Labbot?" asked she, intent upon the 
one subject uppermost in her mind. 

*^ In the mountains many leagues north of this pass. 
Had you takcn that route instead of this, you would 
by this time have left Labbot for the town of Erros, 
a half-day's joumey from Ganlook. Instead of vaga- 
bonds, your escort would have been made up of loyal 
soldiers, well-fed, well-clad, and well satisfied with 
themselves, at least." 

" But no braver, no tnier than my soldiers of for- 
tune/' she said eamestly. "By the way, are you 




80 BEVERLY OF 6BAUSTABK 

informed as io the state of affai» in Dawsbergen? ^ 

^^ Scarcely as well as your highness must be,'' he 
replied. 

''The young prince — what's his name?'* ahe 
paused, looking to him f or the name. 

"Dantan?" 

'' Yesy that's it. What has become of him? I am 
terribly interested in him.'* 

" He is a fugitive, they aay.*' 

'' They haven't captured him» then? Grood! I am 
so glad." 

Baldos exhibited little or no interest in the fresh 
topic. 

" It is strange you should have f orgotten his name,'* 
he said wearily. 

'' Oh, I do so many ridicnlous things ! " complained 
Beyerly, remembering who she was supposed to be. 
" I have neyer seen him, you know," she added. 

'' It is not strange, your highness. He was edu- 
cated in England and had seen but little of his own 
country when he was called to the throne two years 
ago. You remember, of course, that his mother was 
an Englishwoman — Lady Ida Falconer." 

"I — I think I have heard some of his history — a 
very little, to be sure," she explained lamely. 

" Prince Gabriel, his half brother, is the son of 
Prince Louis the Third by his first wife, who was a 
Polish countess. After her death, when Gabriel was 
two years old, the prince married Lady Ida. Dantan 
is their son. He has a sister — Candace, who is but 
nineteen years of age." 
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'^ I am ashamed to conf ess that you know so much 
more about my neighbors than I,'' she said. 

^^ I lived in Dawsbergen for a little while, and was 
ever interested in the doings of royalty. That is a 
poor man's privilege, you know." 

" Prince Gabriel must be a terrible man," cried 
Beverly, her heart swelling with tender thoughts of 
the exiled Dantan and his little sister. 

" You bave cause to know," said he shortly, and 
she was perplexed until she recalled the stories of 
Gabriel's misdemeanors at the court of Edelweiss. 

*^ Is Prince Dantan as handsome as they say he 
is?" she asked. 

" It is entirely a matter of opinion," he replied. 
** I, for one, do not consider him at ali prepossessing." 

The day went on, fatiguing, divtressing in ita 
length and its happenings. Progress was neces- 
sarily slow, the perils of the road increasing as the 
little cavalcadc wound deeper and deeper into the 
wildemess. There were times when the coach fairly 
crawled along the edge of a precipìce, a proceeding so 
hazardous that Beverly shuddered as if in a chili. 
Aunt Fanny slept serenely most of the time, and 
Baldos took to dreaming with hls eyes wide open. 
Contrary to her expectations, the Axphainians did not 
appear, and if there were robbers in the hills they 
thought better than to attack the valorous-looking 
party. It dawned upon her finally that the Axphain- 
ians were guarding the upper route and not the one 
over which she was traveling. Yetive doubtless was 
approaching Ganlook over the northem pass, prò- 
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YÌded the enemy had noi been encountered before 
Labbot was reached. Beverly soon f ound herself f ear- 
ing f or the saf ety of the princess, a f ear which at last 
became ahnost unendurable. 

Near nìghtfall they carne upon three Graustark 
shepherds and leamed that Granlook could not be 
reached before the next af temoon. The tired, hungry 
travelers spent the night in a snug little valley 
through which a rivulet bounded onward to the river 
below. The supper was a scant one» the f oragers hav- 
ing poor luck in the hunt for food. Daybreak saw 
them on their way once more. Hunger and dread had 
wom down Beverly's supply of good spirits ; she was 
having difficulty in keeping the haggard, distressed 
look f rom her face. Her tender, hopef ul eyes were not 
so bold or so merry as on the day before ; cheerf ulness 
cost her an effort, but she managed to keep it f airly 
alive. Her escort, wretched and half-starved, never 
forgot the deference due to their charge, but strode 
steadily on with the doggedness of martyrs. At times 
she was impelled to disclose her true ìdentity, but dis- 
cretion told her that deception was her best saf eguard. 

Late in the aftemoon of the second day the front 
axle of the coach snapped in two, and a tedious delay 
of two hours ensued. Baldos was strangely silent and 
subdued. It was not until the misf ortune carne that 
Beverly observed the flushed condition of bis face. 
Livoluntarily and with the compassion of a true 
woman she touched bis band and brow. They were 
buming-hot. The wounded man was in a high f ever. 
He laughed at her f ears and scoffed at the prospect 
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of blood-poisoning and the hundred other possilùlitiet 
tbat suggGstfd themselves to her anxious brain. 

" We are dose to Ganlook," he said, with the set- 
ting of the sud. " Soon you inaj be relieved of youp 
tircsomc, cheerlcss company, your highneBS." 

" You are going to a physiciaD," she saìd, reso- 
lutely, alive and activc once more, now that the worst 
part of the joumey vas comìng to an end. " Teli 
tliat man to drive in a gallop ali the rest of the vay ! ** 
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Y thÌ8 time they were passing the queer 
little huts that marked the outskirts of 
a habitable community. These were 
the homes of shepherds, himters and 
others whose vocations related especial- 
ly to the mountains. Farther on there 
were signs of farming interests; the homes be- 
came more numerous and more pretentious in ap- 
pearance. The rock-lined gorge broadened into a 
fertile valley ; the road was smooth and level, a condi- 
tion which afforded relief to the travelers. Raymie 
had once more dressed the wounds inflicted by the lion ; 
but he was unable to provide anything to subdue the 
fever. Baldos W6ls undeniably ili. Beverly, between 
her exdamations of joy and relief at being in sight of 
Ganlook, w6ls profuse in her expressions of concem 
for the hero of the Hawk and Raven. The fever- 
ish gleam in bis dark eyes and the pain that marked 
bis face touched her deeply. Suff ering softened bis 
lean, sun-browned features, obHterating the mocking 
lines that had ìmpressed her so unfavorably at the 
outset. She was saying to herself that he w6ls band- 

84 
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«ome after a most unusual cast; it was an iinforgei- 
able face. 

'* Your higlmess," he said eamestly, after she had 
looked long and anxìously at bis half-cloeed eyes, ** we 
are within an hour of Ganlook. It will be dark bef ore 
we reach the gates, I know, but you bave nothing to 
f ear during the rest of the trip. Franz shall drive 
you to the sentry post and tum over the horses to your 
own men. My friends and I must leave you at the 
end of the mountain road. We are " 

** Ridiculous ! '' she cried. 'TU not permit it! 
You must go to a hospital." 

'* If I enter the Ganlook gates it will be the same 
as entering the gates of death," he protested. 

" Nonsense ! You bave a f ever or you wouldn't 
talk like that. I can promise you absolute security.'' 

" You do not understandy your highness." 

** Nevertheless, you are going to a hospital," she 
firmly said. " You would die out bere in the wilds, so 
what are the odds either way ? Aunt Fanny, mU you 
be careful? Don't you know that the least movement 
of those bags hurts him? " 

" Please, do not mind me, your bighness. I am 
doing very well," he said, smiling. 

The coach brought up in front of a roadside inn. 
While some of the men were watering the horses others 
gathered about its open window. A conversation in a 
tongue utterly incomprehensible to Beverly took place 
between Baldos and bis foUowers. The latter seemed 
to be disturbed about something, and there was no mis- 
the solicitous air with which they regarded 
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their leader. The pseudo-princess was paiient as long 
as possìble and then broke into the discussìon. 

*^ What do they want? '' she demanded in English» 

'* They are asking f or instrucidons," he answered. 

'* Instruct them to do as I bid/' she said. ^^ Teli 
them to hurry along and get you a doctor ; that's alL" 

Evìdently his f riends were of the same opinion, f or 
after a long harangue in which he was obdurate to the 
last, they left the carriage and he sank back with a 
groan of dejection. 

** What is it? " she anxiously demanded. 

*^ They also insist that I shall go to a surgeon,** he 
said hopelessly. His eyes were moist and he could 
not meet her gaze. She W6ls full of exultation. 
" They have advised me to put myself under your prò- 
tection, shameless as that may seem to a man. You 
and you alone have the power to protect me if I pass 
beyond the walls of Ganlook." 

" I? ** she cried, ali a-flutter. 

** I could not thrust my head into the jaws of death 
uniess the princess of Graustark were there to stay 
their fury. Your royal band alone can tum aside the 
inevitable. Alas, I am helpless and know not what 
to do.» 

Beverly Calhoun sat very straight and silent beside 
the misguided Baldos. After ali, it w6ls not within 
her power to protect him. She was not the princess 
and she had absolutely no influence in Ganlook. The 
authoritles there could not be deceived as had been 
these ignorant men of the hills. If she led him into 
the city it was decidedly probable that she might be 
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taking him io his death. She only could petition, noi 
command. Once at Yetive's side she was confident she 
could save the man who had done so much f or her, bui 
Ganlook was manj mìles from Edelweiss, and there 
was no assurance that intervention could be obtained 
in time. On the other hand, if he went back to the 
hills he was likely to die of the poisonous f ever. Bev- 
erly was in a most unhappy state of mind. If she con- 
f essed to him that she wad not the princess, he would 
refuse to enter the gates of Ganlook, and be perf ectly 
justified in doing so. 

^* But if I should fail? " she asked, at last, a sUver 
rushing over her and leaving her cold with dread. 

" You are the only hope, your highness. You had 
better say farewell to Baldos and let him again seek 
the friendly valley," said he wearily. " We can go 
no f arther. The soldiers must be near, your highness. 
It means capture if we go on. I cannot expose my 
f riends to the dangers. Let me be put down here, and 
do you drive on to saf ety. I shall fare much better 
than you think, f or I am young and strong and ** 

" No ! l'U risk it," she cried. " You must go into 
the city. Teli them so and say that I will protect you 
with my own life and honor." 

Fever made him submissive ; her eyes gave him con- 
fidence; her voice soothed his fears, if he possessed 
them. Leaning from the window, he called his men 
together. Beverly looked on in wonder as these 
strange men bade farewell to their leader. Many of 
them were weeping, and most of them kissed his band. 
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There were broken sentenoes, tear-choked prominnj 
ABxiouB inquiries, and the paitmg wai over. 

** Where are they going? ^ Beverly whispered, ai 
ihey moved away in the dusk. 

^* Back into the mountains to starve» poor f ellows. 
Gk>d he kind to them, God he good to them/' he half 
■obbed, his chin dropping to his breaat. He wai 
trembling like a leaf . 

** Starve? ** she whispered. " Have they no 
money? ** 

** We are pennifeiB/' carne in muffled tones f rom the 
stricken leader. 

Beverly leaned from the window and called to the 
departing ones. Ravone and one other reluctantly ap- 
proached. Without a word she opened a small travel- 
ing bag and drew forth a heavy purse. This she 
pressed into the hand of the student. It was filled 
with Graustark gawos, f or which she had exchanged 
American gold in Russia. 

** God be with you," she f ervently cried. He kissed 
her hand, and the two stood aside to let the coach roll 
on into the dusky shadows that separated them from 
the gates of Ganlook, old Franz stili driving — the 
only one of the company left to serve his leader to the 
very end. 

" Well, we have left them," muttered Baldos, as 
though to himself • " I may never see them again — 
never see them again. Grod, how true they have 
been!" 

'^ I shall send f or them the moment I get to Ganlook 
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and FU promise pardons for them ali," she cried 
rashly, in her compassìon. 

" No ! " he exdaimed fieroely. ** You are not to di»- 
turb them. Setter that they should starve." 

Beverly was suffidently subdued. As they drew 
nearer the city gates her heart began to f ail her. This 
man's lif e was in her weak, incapable hands and the 
time was nearing when she must stand between him and 
disaster. 

" Where are these vaunted soldiers of yours? *' he 
Buddenly asked, infinite irony in his yoioe. 

" My soldiers? " she said faintly. 

*^ Isn't it rather unusual that, in time of trouble and 
uncertainty, we should be able to approach within a 
mile of one of your most important cities without even 
so much as seeing a soldier of Graustark? " 

She f elt that he was scoffing, but it mattered little 
to her. 

" It is a bit odd, isn't it? " she agreed. 

" Worse than that, your highness." 

^^ I shall speak to Dangloss about it," she said 
serenely, and he looked up in new surprise. Truly, 
she was an extraordinary princess. 

Fully three-quarters of an hour passed bef ore the 
ooach was checked. Beverly, looking from the Win- 
dows, had seen the lighted Windows of cottages grow- 
iBg closer and closer together. The barking of road- 
side dogs was the only sound that could bc heard above 
the rattle of the wheels. It was too dark inside the 
ooach to see the face of the man beside her, but some- 
tfuBg told her that he was staring intently into the 
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night, alert and anzious. The responsibility of her 
position swooped down upon her like an avalanche ai 
she thought of what the nezt few minutes were to 
bring f orth. It was the sudden stopping of the coach 
and the sharp commands f rom the outside that told her 
probation was at an end. She could no longer specu- 
late ; it was high time to act. 

*^ The outpost," carne from Baldos, in strained 
tones. 

" Perhaps they won*t know us — y ou, I mean," she 
whispered. 

** Baron Dangloss knows everybody," he replied bit- 
terly. 

" What a horrid old busy-body he " she 

started to say, but thought better of it. 

A couple of lanterns flashed at the window, almost 
blinding her. Aunt Fanny groaned audibly, but the 
figure of Baldos seemed to stiffen with defiance. Uni- 
formed men peered into the interior with more rude- 
ness and curiosity than seemed respectf ul to a princess, 
to say the least. They saw a pretty, pleading face, 
with wide gray eyes and parted lips, but they did not 
bow in humble submission as Baldos had expected. 
One of the men, evidently in command, addressed Bev- 
erly in rough but polite tones. It was a question that 
he asked, she knew, but she could not answer him, f or 
she could not understand him. 

" What do you want? " she put in English, with a 
preditablc display of dlgnity. 

^ He does not speak English, your highness," voi- 
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unteered Baldos, in a voice so well disguised that it 
startled her. The officer was staring blankly at her. 

" Every officer in my army should and must leam 
to speak English»" she said, at her wits' end. ^* I de- 
cline to be questioned by the f ellow, Will you talk to 
him in my stead? '* 

** I, your highness? '* he cried in dismay. 

** Yes. Teli him who we are and ask where the hos- 
pital is," she murmured, sinking back with the air of a 
quecn, but with the inward feeling that ali was lost. 

" But I don't speak your language well," he prò* 
tested. 

"You speak it beautifully," she said. Baldos 
leaned forward pcdnfully and spoke to the officer in 
the Graustark tongue. 

" Don't you know your princess? " he demanded, a 
trifle harshly. The man's eyes flew wide open in an 
instant and his jaw dropped. 

" Th — the princess ? " he gasped. 

" Don't stare like that, sir. Direct us to the main 
gate at once, or you will havft cause to regret your 
slowness." 

** But the princess was«— is coming by the northem 
pass," mumbled the man. " The guard has gone out 

to meet her and -" Baldos cut him off shortly 

with the Information that the princess, as he could see, 
had come by the lower pass and that she was eager to 
xeaeh a resting-place at once. The convincing tone 
of the speaker and the regal indifference of the lady 
had full effect upon the officer, who had never seen her 
highness. He f eli back with a deep obeisance, and 
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gave a few bewildered commandf io bis mau TIm 
ecMich moved off, attended by a party of f oot-ioldien, 
and Beverly breathed ber first sigb of rdlef • 

^^ You did it beautifully/' sbe wbispered to Baldoa, 
and be was considerably puzzled by tbe ardor of ber 
praise. ^* Where are we going now? " sbe asked. 

^^ Into tbe city, your blgbness,'' be answered. Il 
wai boginning to dawn upon bim tbat sbe was amax- 
ingly ignorant and inconsequential for one wbo en- 
joyr<l the rlght to command tbese common soldiers. 
Hcr old trepidation retiimed witb this brief answer. 
Sonicthing told ber tbat be was bcginning to mistmst 
ber at last. After ali, it meant everything to bim and 
so little to ber. 

Wben the coacb baltcd before the city gates sbe 
was in a dire state of unhappiness. In the darkness 
sbe could f eel the reproachf ul eyes of old Aunt Fanny 
searching for her abandoned conscience* 

** Ask if Baron Dangloss is in Ganlook, and, if be 
is, command tbem to take me to bim immediately," sbe 
wbispered to Baldos, a sudden inspiration seizing ber. 
Sbe would lay the whole matter before tbe great chief 
of police, and trust to fortune. Her bsuid fell im- 
pulsively upon bis and, to her amazement, it was aa 
cold as ice. "Wbat is tbe matter?** sbe cried ia 
alarm* 

** You trusted me in tbe wilds, your bigbness,'* be 
said tensely ; " I am trusting you now." Before sbe 
could reply the officer in charge of the Ganlook gates 
appeared at the coacb window. There were ligfats on 
ali sides. Her beart sank Uke lead. It would be a 
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mirade if she passed the gates iinrecognlzecL 

** I must see Baron Dangloss at once," she cried in 
Englishy utterly diadaining ber instructions to Baldos. 

*^ The baron ìs engaged at present and can see no 
one," responded the good-looking yoiing offioer in 
broken Englisb* 

** Wbere is he? '' she demanded nervouslj. 

**He is at the home of Colonel Groaz, the com- 
mandant. What is your business with him? " 

^* It is with him and not with you» sir," she said, 
imperious once more* ** Conduct me to him imme* 
diately." 

" You cannot enter the gates unless you *' 

" Insolence ! " exclaimed Baldos. " Is this the way, 
•ir, in which you address the princess ? Make way f or 
ber/' 

" The princess ! " gasped the officer. Then a pecul- 
iar smile overspread bis face. He had served three 
years in the Castle Guard at Edelweiss ! There was a 
long pause fraught with disaster for Beverly. " Yes, 
perhaps it is just as well that we conduct ber to Baron 
Dangloss," he said at last. The deep meaning in bis 
voice appealed only to the unhappy girl. " There 
fiball be no further delay, your highnessl " he added 
mockingly. A moment later the gates swimg open 
and they passed tbrougb. Beverly alone knew that 
they were going to Baron Dangloss under beavy 
guardt virtually as prisoners. The man knew ber to 
be an impostor and was doing only bis duty. 

There were smiles of derision on the faces of the 
soldiers wben Beverly swept proudly between the files 
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and up the steps leading io the oommandant'e dooTi 
but tiiere wcre no audìble remarks. Baldos f ollowed, 
walking painfuUy but defiantly, and Aiint Fanny 
carne last with the handbag. The guards grinned 
broadly as the corpiilent negress waddled up the steps. 
The young officer and two men entered the door wIth 
the wayfarers, who were ordered to halt in the hall- 
way. 

** Will your highness come with me? '* said the offi- 
cer, retuming to the hall after a short absence. There 
was unmistakable derlsion in his voice and palpable 
insolcnce in his manner. Beverly flushed angrily. 
** Baron Dangloss is very curums to see you," he 
addcd, with a smile. Nevertheless, he shrank a bit 
beneath the cold gleam in the eyes of the impostor. 

** You will remain bere," she said, tuming to Baldos 
and the negress. " And you will bave nothing what- 
ever to say to this very important yowig man." The 
** important young man '' actually chuckled. 

** Follow me, your most royal highness," he said, 
preceding ber through the door that opened into the 
office of the commandant. Baldos glared after them 
in angry amazement. 

"Young man, some day and soon you will be a 
much wiser soldier and, in the ranks," said Beverly 
hotly. The smile instantly receded from the insolent 
fellow's face, for there was a world of prophecy in 
the way she said it. Somehow, he was in a much more 
respectful humor when he retumed to the hall and 
stood in the presence of the tali, flushed stranger with 
the ragged uniform. 
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A short, fierce little man in the picturesque unif orni 
of a Graustark ofBcer arose as Beverly entered the 
office. Hìb short beard bristted aa though it vere con- 
cealing a smile, but his manner vas polite, even defer- 
entiaL She advanced fearlesslj toward him, a vaj- 
ward smile struggling ìnto ber face. 

" I daresay you know I am not the princess," she 
said composedly. £very vestige of fear was gone 
sow that she had reached the line of battle. The 
doughty baroD looked somewhat surprìsed at this 
frank way of opening the interview. 

" I am quite well aware of it," he said politely. 

" They say you know everyone, Boron Dangloss," 
flhe boldly said. " Pray, who am I? " 

The powerful officiai looked at the smiling face f or 
a moment, his bushy eyebrows contracting èva so 
slighUy. There was a shameless streak of dust across 
ber cheek, but there wa^ also a dimple there that ap- 
pealed to the grìm old man. His eyes twinkied as he 
replied, with fine obsequiousness : 

** You are Miss Beverly Calhoun, of Washington.'* 
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THE REDOUBTABLE DANGLOSS 

EVERLY^S eyes showed her astonish- 
meni. Baron Dangloss courteously 
placcd a chair f or her and asked her 
to be seated. 

" We were expecting you, Miss Cal- 
houn," he explained. " Her royal 
highness left St. Petersburg but a few hours after 
your departure, having unfortunatcly missed you." 

" You don't mean to say that the princess tried to 
find me in St, Petersburg? " cried Beverly, in wonder 
and delight. 

" That was one of the purposes of her visit,** said 
he brusquely. 

" Oh, how jolly ! *' cried she, her gray eyes spark- 
ling. The grim old captain was startled for the 
smallest fraction of a minute, but at once fell to ad- 
miring the fresh, eager face of the visitor. 

^^ The public at large is under the impression that 
she visited the Czar on matters of importance/' he 
said, with a condescending smile. 

** And it really was of no importance at ali, that's 
what you mean? '' she smiled back securdy* 
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Your messagc ìnf orming her hìghness of your 
presence in St. Petersburg had no sooner arrived than 
she set f orth to meet you in that city, much against 
the advice of her counsellors. I will admit that she 
had other business there but it could bave waited. 
You see, Miss Calhoun, it was a great risk at this par- 
ticiilar time. Misfortune means disaster now. But 
Providence was ber friend. She arrived safely in 
Ganlook not an bour since." 

"Really? Oh, Baron Dangloss, wbere is she?*' 
cxcitedly cried the American giri. 

" For the night she is stopping with the Countess 
Rallowitz. A force of men, but not those whom you 
met at the gates, bas just been dispatchcd at ber com* 
mand to search for you in the lower pass. You took 
the moft dangerous road. Miss Calhoun, and I am 
amazed that you carne tbrough in safety." 

" The Russians chose the lower pass, I know not 
why, Of course, I was quite ignorane However, we 
met neither brigands nor soldiers, Axphain or Grau- 
stark. I encountered nothing more alarming than a 
mountain lion. And that, Baron Dangloss, recalls 
me to the sense of a duty I bave been neglecting. A 
poor wanderer in the hills defended me against the 
beast and was badly wounded. He must be taken to 
a hospital at once, sir, wbere be may bave the proper 
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Wbereupon, at bis request, she burriedly related the 
story of that trying joiuney tbrough the mountains, 
not forgetting to paint the courage of Baldos in most 
glowing colors. The chief was deeply interested in 
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the story of the goat-hunter and his party. There 
was an odd gleam of satisf action in his eyes, but she 
did not observe it. 

*^You rcìU see that he has immediate attention, 
won't you?" she implored in the end. 

" He shall bave our deepest consideration," prom- 
ised he. 

" You know I am rather interested, because I shot 
him, just as if it were not enough that his legs were 
being torn by the brute at the time. He ought not 
to walk, Baron Dangloss. If you don't mind, l'd 
suggest an ambulance," she hurried on glibly. He 
could not conceal the smile that ber eagerncss in- 
spired. " Really, he is in a serious condition. I think 
he needs some quinine and whiskey, too, and " 

" He shall bave the best of care," intemipted the 
captain. " Leave bim to me, Miss Calhoun." 

" Now, let me teli you something," said she, after 
due reflection. " You must not pay any attention to 
what he says. He is liable to be delirious and talk in 
a terrible sort of way. You know delirious people 
never talk rationally." She was loyally trying to prò- 
tect Baldos, the huntcd, against any incriminating 
statements he might make. 

" Quite right, Miss Calhoun," said the baron 
very gravely. 

"And now, Fd like to go to the princess," said 
Beverly, absolutely sure of herself . " You know we 
are great f riends, she and I." 

^ I haye sent a messenger to announce your arrivai. 
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She will expect you." Beverly looked about the room 
in perplexity. 

" But there has been no messenger here," she said. 

" He lef t here some mìnutes bef ore you came. I 
knew who it was that came knockìng at our gates, 
even though she traveled as Princess Yetive of Grau- 
Btark." 

^^And, oh! that remìnds me, Baron Dangloss, 
Baldos stili believes me to be the princess. Is it neces- 
sary to — to teli him the truth about me? Just at 
present, I mean ? l'm sure he'll rest much easier if he 
doesn't know difFerently." 

^^ So far as I am concerncd. Miss Calhoun, he shall 
always regard you as a queen," said Dangloss gal- 
lantly. 

" Thank you. It's very nice of you to " 

A man in uniform entered after knocking at the 
3oor of the room. He saluted his superior and uttered 
a few words in his own language. 

" Her royal highness is awaiting you at the home 
of the countess, Miss Calhoun. A detail of men wiD 
escort you and your servant to her place.'* 

** Now, please, Baron Dangloss," pleaded Beverly 
at the door, " be nice to him. You know it hurts him 
to walk. Can't you bave him carried in? '* 

" If he will consent," said he quietly. Beverly hur- 
ned into the outer room, after giving the baron a 
smile he never forgot. Baldos looked up eagerly, 
anxiously. 

** It's ali right," she said in low tones, pausing f or 
a moment beside his chair. *^ Don't get up ! Good- 
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bye. ni come io see you to-morraw. Don*t be in the 
leart disturbed. Baron Dangloss has bis instructioiis.^ 
ImpulBiyely giving bim ber band wbich be respect- 
f ully raised to bis lips, sbe f ollowed Aunt Fanny and 
was gone. 

Abnost immediately Baldos wai requested to present 
bimself before Baron Dangloss in tbe adjoining room. 
Ref using to be carried in» he resolutely strode throuf^ 
tbe door and stood before tbe grim old captain of 
police, an easy, confident smile on bis face. Tbe 
black patch once more corered bis eye witb defiant 
assertiveness. 

" They teli me you are Baldos, a goat-hunter,** 
said Baron Dangloss, eyeing bim keenly. 

" Yes/' 

^And you were hurt in defending one who is of 
much consequence in Graustark. Sit down, my good 
fellow." Baldos' eyes gleamed coldly for an instant. 
Then he sank into a chair. *^ While admitting that 
you bave done Graustark a great service, I am obliged 
to teli you that I, at least, know you to be other than 
wbat you say. You are not a goat-hunter, and Baldos 
is not your name. Am I not right? " 

** You have had instructions f rom your sovereign, 
Baron Dangloss. Did they include a command to 
cross-question me?" asked Baldos haughtily. Dan- 
gloss hesitated for a full minute. 

" They did not. I take the liberty of inquiring on 
my own responsibility." 

^^ Very well, sir, Until you bave a right to ques- 
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tion me, I am Baldos and a goat-hiinter. I think ] 
am here io receive surgical treatment" 

^^ You dedine to teli me anything concerning your- 
aelf?'' 

" Only that I am injured and need relief ." 

"Perhaps I know more about you than you «if- 
pect, sir." 

^ I am not in the least interested, Baron Dangloss^ 
in what you know. The prìncess brought me into 
Ganlook, and I have her promise of help and proteo- 
tion while here. That is ali I have to say, except that 
I have implicit f aith in her word." 

Dangloss sat watching him in silence f or some time. 
No one but himself knew what was going on in that 
shrewdy speculative mind. At length he arose and 
approached the proud fellow in rags. 

"You have eamed every consideration at our 
hands. My men will take you to the hospital and you 
shall have the best of care. You have served our 
princess well. To-morrow you may feel inclined to 
talk more freely with me, for I am your friend, 
Baldos." 

" I am gratef ul for that, Baron Dangloss," said 
the other simply. Then he was led away and a com- 
fortable cot in the Ganlook hospital soon held hia 
long, feverish f rame, while capable hands took care 
of his wounds. He dld not know it, but two fully 
armed soldiers maintained a caref ul guard outside his 
door under instructions from the head of the policc. 
Moreover, a picked detail of men sallied f orth into the 
lower pass in search of the goat-hunter's f ollowers. 
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In i!ic nicaniime Beverly was oonducted io the home 
of the (Jountcss Rallowitz. Her meeting with the 
princeM wob most affectionate. There were tears, 
Uup^hter and kisscs. The whole atmosphere of the 
place suggested romance to the eager American girl. 
Downstaìrs wcre the royal guards; in the halls were 
aiiendants; ali about were maidservants and obse- 
quious lackcys, crowding the home of the kindly 
countcss. At last, oomf ortable and f ree f rom the dust 
of travel, the two friends sat down to a dainty meal. 

" Oh, I am so delighted/* mnrmured Beverly for 
the hundrcdth time. 

" I*m appalled when I think of the dangcrs you in- 
curred in coming to me. No one but a very foolish 
American girl could bave undertaken such a trip as 
this. Dear me, Beverly, I should bave died if any- 
thing dreadful had happened to you. Why did you 
do it?" qucstioncd the princess. And then they 
laughed joyously. 

" And you went ali the way to St. Petersburg to 
meet me, you dcar, dear Yetive," cried Beverly, so 
warmly that the attentive servant f orgot bis mask of 
reverence. 

" Wasn't it ridiculous of me? I know Gren would 
bave forbidden it if he had been in Edelweiss when I 
started. And, more sbame to me, the poor f ellow is 
doubtless at the conference with Dawsbergen, utterly 
ignorant of my escapade. You should bave beard the 

ministry — er — ah " and the princess paused 

for an English word. 

** Kick? " Beverly supplied. 
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"Yes. They objected violently. And, do you 
know, I was fìnally compelled to issue a private edict 
io restraìn them f rom sending an appeal to Grenf ali 
away off there on the frontler. Whether or no, my 
uncle insisted that he should be brought home, a three- 
days' joumey, in order that he might keep me from 
going to St. Petersburg. Of course, they could not 
disobey my edict, and so poor Gren is none the wiser, 
unless he has returned from the conf erence. If he has, 
I am sure he is on the way to Ganlook at this very 
minute.'* 

" What a whimsical mler you are," cried Beverly. 
** Upsetting everything sensible just to rush off hun- 
dreds of miles to meet me. And Axphain is trying to 
capture you, too ! Goodness, you must love me ! " 

. " Oh, but I did bave a trifling affair of state to lay 
bef ore the Czar, my dear. To-raorrow we shall be safe 
and sound in the castle and it will ali be very rauch 
worth while. You see, Beverly, dear, even princesscs 
enjoy a diversion now and then. One wouldn't think 
anything of this adventure in the United States ; it is 
the environment that makes it noticeable. Besides, 
you traveled as a princess. How did you like it? " 

And then the conversation related particularly to 
the advantages of royalty as viewed from one side and 
the disadvantages as regarded from another. For a 
long time Beverly had been wondering how she should 
proceed in the effort to secure absolute clemency for 
Baldos. As yet she had said nothing to Yetive of 
her promise to him, made while she was a princess. 

" At any rate, l'm sure the goat-hunters would not 
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bave been so f aìthful and ime if they had noi be- 
lieved me to be a prinoess,'* said Beverly, paving tbe 
way. ^^ You bavenH a man in your kingdom wbo 
could be more chivabrous tban Baldos.'* 

'^ If he ìs that kind of a man, he would treat any 
woman as gently." 

** You should bave heard bim cali me ^ your bigh- 
ness/ " cried Beverly. " He will loatbe me if be ever 
leams that I deceived bim.** 

*^ Oh, I think be deceived bimself ," tpoke Yetive 
easily. ^^Besides, you look as much like a princess 
as I." 

** There is something I want to speak very seriously 
about to you, Yetive," said Beverly, making ready 
f or the cast. ** You see, he did not want to entcr Gan- 
look with me, but I insisted. He had been so brave 
and gallant, and he was suffcring so intensely. It 
would bave been criminal in me to leave bim out there 
in the wildemess, wouldn't it? " 

** It would bave been heartless.'' 

** So I just made bim come along. That was right, 
wasn't it? That's what you would bave done, no mat- 
ter wbo he was or what bis objections might bave been. 
Well, you see, it's this way, Yetive : he is some sort of 
a fugitive — not a criminal, you know — but just 
some one they are hunting f or, I don't know why. He 
wouldn't teli me. That was perf ectly right, if he felt 
that way, wasn't it? " 

" And he had f ought a lion in your def ense," sup- 
plemented Yetive, with a schoolgirPs ardor. 

^ And I had sbot bim in tbe arm, too," added Bev- 
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erij. ^ So of oouTse, I just had io be leasonaUe. In 
cader io ìndaoe him io come with me io a hospital, I 
was oUiged io goarantee perf ect saf ety to him. His 
men went back to the hills, ali except old Franz, the 
driver. Noir, the trouble is this, Yetive: I am noi the 
prinoess and I cannot redeem a single promise I made 
to hinu He is helpless, and if anything goes wrcMig 
with him he will hate me f orever.'' 

^ No; he will hate nu, for I am the princess and he 
18 none the wiser." 

^ But he will be told that his princess was Beverly 
Calhoon, a supposedly nice American girL Don't 
you see how awkward it will be for me? Now, Yetive, 
darling, what I wish you to do is to write a note, 
order or edict or whatever it is to Baron Dangloss, 
commanding him to treat Baldos as a patient and not 
as a prìsoner ; and that when he ìs f ully recovercd he 
is to bave the privilege of leaving Ganlook without 
reservation." 

** But he may be a desperate offender against the 
state, Beverly ,*' plaintively protested Yetive. " If 
we only knew what he is charged with ! '* 

** Fm af raid it's something dreadf ully scrious," ad- 
mitted Beverly gloomily. " He doesn't look like the 
sort of man who would engagé in a petty undertaking. 
ril teli you his story, just as he told it to me," and 
she repeated the meagre conf cssions of Baldos. 

" I see no reason why we should hesitate,*' saiid the 
princess. " By his own statement, he is not a desper- 
ate criminaL You did quite right in promising him 
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protection, dear, and I ahall sustain you* Do 700 
want to play the prìncess io Baldos a lìttte longer? " 

" I should love it," cried Beverly, ber eyes spark- 
ling. 

** Then I shall wrìte the order to Dangloss at once. 
Oh, dear, I have forgotten, I have no officiai seal 
bere/' 

" Couldn't you seal it with your ring? " suggested 
Beverly. ** Oh, I have it! Send for Baron Dan- 
gloss and have him witness your signature. He canH 
get away from that, you see, and after we reach 
Edelweiss, you can fix up a regular edict, seal and 
ali," cried the resourceful American girL 

Ink and paper were sent for and the two conspir- 
ators lent their wisdom to the tcusk of preparing an 
order for the salvation of Baldos, the fugitive. The 
order read: 

To Baron Jasto Dakoi/>8s, Commaxdiko the Civic akd Miu« 

TART POUCE OF GrAUSTARK : 

** You are hereby informed that Baldos, the man who entered 
the city with Miss Calhoun, is not to be regarded as a prisoner 
now or hereafter. He is to be given capable medicai and surgical 
attention until fully recovered, when he is to be aUowed to go his 
way in peace unquestioned. 

** Also, he is to be provided with suitable wearing apparel and 
made comfortable in every way. 

"Also, the members of his party, now in the hills (whose 
names are unknown to me), are to be accorded every protection. 
Pranz, the driver, is to have his freedom if he desires it. 

*' And from this edict there is no recourse until its abatement 
by royal decree. 

*• Yettve. 

*^ There,'' said the prìncess, affixing her signaturCo 
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** I thìnk that will be suflScìent.'* Then she rang f or 
a servant. *^ Send io Baron Dangloss and ask him to 
come bere at once." 

Fifteen minutes later the chief of poKce stood in 
the presence of the eager young interpreters of j as- 
tice. 

** I want you to witness my signature, Baron Dan- 
gloss," sald the prlncess after the greetlngs. 
" Gladly," sald the officer. 

" Well, here Is where I signed," sald Yetlve, hand- 
ing hlm the paper. " I don't have to write my name 
over again, do I? " 

"Not at ali," sald the baron gallantly. And he 
boldly signed bis name as a witness. 

"They wouldn't do that in the United States," 
murmured Beverly, wbo knew something about red 
tape at Washington. 

" It is a command to you, baron," said Yetive, 
handing him the document with a rare smile. He read 
it through slowly. Then he bit bis Hp and coughcd. 
"What is the matter, baron?" asked Yetive, stili 
Bmiling. 

" A transitory eraotion, your highness, that is ali," 
said he ; but bis band trembled as he f olded the paper. 
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RIGHT and early the next moming, 
the party was ready f or the laat of the 
joumey to Edelweiss. Less than 
twenty miles separated Granlook f rom 
the capital, and the road was in excel- 
lent condition. Beverly Calhoun, tired 
and contented, had slept soundly until arouscd by 
the princess herself. Their rooms adjoined each 
other, and when Yetive, shortly after daybreak, 
stole into the American girPs chamber, Beverly was 
sleeping so sweetly that the intruder would have re- 
treated had it not been for the boisterous shouts of 
stable-boys in the courtyard below the Windows. She 
hurried to a window and looked out upon the gray- 
cloaked moming. Postillions and stable-boys were 
congregated near the gates, tormenting a ragged old 
man who stood with his back against one of the huge 
posts. In some curiosity, she called Beverly from 
her slumbers, nrging the sleepy one to hasten to the 
window. 

" Is this one of your friends from the wildemess? '' 
^he asked. 
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**I1?« Franz !'*. cried Beverly, rubbing ber prctty 
ejes. Then she became thoroughly awake. '^ What 
are they doing io hìmP Who are those ruffiansP " she 
iieiiianded ìndignantly. 

** They are my servants, and '' 

** Shame on them! The wreiches! What has old 

Franz done that they should Cali to them ! Teli 

*em you'll cut their heads off if they don't stop. He's 
a dear old f cllow in spite of his rags, and he *' 

The window-sash flew open and the tormentors in 
the court below were astonished by the sound of a 
woman's voice, coming, as it were, from the clouds. 
A dozen pairs of eyes were tumed upward; the com- 
motion ended suddenly. In the window above stood 
two graceful, white-robed figures. The sun, stili 
far below the ridge of mountains, had not yet robbed 
the moming of the gray, dewy shadows that belong to 
five o'clock. 

**What are you doing to that poor old man?" 
cried Yetive, and it was the first tirae any of them had 
seen anger in the princess's face. They slunk back 
in dismay. ^^Let him alone! You, Gartz, see that 
he has food and drink, and without delay. Report to 
me later on, sir, and explain, if you can, why you 
bave conducted yourselves in so unbecoming a man- 
ner.*' Then the window was closed and the princess 
found herself in the warm arms of ber friend. 

" I couldn't understand a word you said, Yetive, 
but I knew you were giving it to them hot and heavy. 
Did you see how nicely old Franz bowed to you? 
Goodness, his head almost touched the ground." 
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''He was bowìng to you, Beverly. Toa forgot 
that you are the princess to him." 

''Isn't that funny? I had qoite forgotten it — 
the poor old goose/' 

Later, when the ooaches and esoort were drawn 
up in front of the Rallowìtz palace ready for the 
start, the princess called the chief postillion, Gartz, 
to the stcp of her coach. 

*' What was the meaning of the dìsturbance I wit- 
nesscd this moming? " she demanded. 

Gartz hung his head. ^ We thou^t the man was 
crazjy your highness. He had been tellmg us such 
monstrous lies,'* he mumbled. 

" Are you suro thcy were lies ? '' 

*' Oh, quitc Bure, your highness. They were laugh- 
ablc. He said, for one thing, that it was he who 
drove your highness's coach into Ganlook last even- 
ing, when everybody knows that I had full charge of 
the coach and horses." 

"You are very much mistaken, Gartz," she said, 
distinctly. He blinked his eyes. 

" Your highness," he gasped, " you surely remem- 
ber " 

" Enough, sir. Franz drove the princess into Gan- 
look last night. He says so himself, does he notP " 

" Yes, your highness," miu'mured poor Gartz. 

" What more did he say to you? " 

" He said he had come from his master, who is 
in the hospital, to inquire after your health and to 
bear his thanks for the kindnesses you bave secured 
for him. He says his master is faring well and is 
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flatisfied to remain where he is. Also, he said that 
his master was sending him back into the mountaìns 
to assure his f rìends that he is saf e and to bear a cer- 
tain message of cheer to them, sent forth by the 
princess. It was ali so f oolish and crazy, your high- 
ness, that we could but jibe and laugh at the poor 
creature." 

** It is you who bave been f oolish, sir. Send the old 
man to me." 

" He has gone, your highness," in frightened tones. 

" So much the better," said the princess, dismissing 
him with a wave of the band. Gartz went away in a 
daze, and f ot days he took every opportunity to look 
for other sìgns of mental disorder in the conduct of 
his mistress, at the sarae time indulging in specula- 
tion as to his own soundness of mind. 

Ganlook's population lined the chief thoroughfare, 
awaiting the departure of the princess, although the 
hour was early. Beverly peered forth curiously as 
the coach moved off. The quaint, half-oriental cos- 
turaes of the townspeople, the odd little children, the 
bright colors, the perfect love and reverence that 
shone in the faces of the multitude impressed ber 
deeply. She was never to forget that picturesque 
moming. Baron Dangloss rode beside the coach until 
it passed through the southern gates and into the 
countryside. A company of cavalrymen acted as 
escort. The bright red trousers and top-boots, with 
the deep-blue jackets, reminded Beverly more than 
ever of the operatic figures she had seen so often at 
home. There was a fierce, dark cast to the faces of 
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ihese soldiers, howerer, tfaat remcnred any suggeation 
of play. The girl was in ecstasies. Everything 
about ber appealed io the romantic side of her nature ; 
eyerything seemed so unreal and so like the stcnrj- 
hook. The prìncess smiled lovingly upon the throngs 
that lined the Street; there was no man among them 
who would net have laid down his lif e f or the gradous 
ruler. 

" Oh, I love your soldiers,** cried Beverly warmly. 

*^ Poor f ellows, who knows how soon they may be 
called upon to face death in the Dawsbergen hills? '' 
said Yetive, a shadow crossing her face. 

Dangloss was to remain in Ganlook for severa] 
days, on guard against manifestations by the 
Axphainians. A corps of spies and scouts was work- 
ing with him, and couriers were ready to ride at a 
moment's notice to the castle in Edelweiss. Before 
they parted, Beverly extracted a renewal of his prom- 
ise to take good care of Baldos. She sent a message 
to the injured man, deploring the fact that she was 
compelled to leave Ganlook without seeing him as she 
had promised. It was her intention to have him come 
to Edelweiss as soon as he was in a condition to be 
removed. Captain Dangloss smiled mysteriously, but 
he had no comraent to make. He had received his 
orders and was obeying them to the letter. 

" I wonder if Grenf ali has heard of my harum- 
scariun trip to St. Petersburg," reflected Yetive, mak- 
ing herself comfortable in the coach after the gates 
and the multitudes were far behind. 

^^l'il go you a box of chocolate creams that we 
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meet hìm before we gei to Edelweiss," ventured Ber* 
erly. 

^ Agreed," said the prinoess. 

" Don't say * agreed,' dear. * Done ' is the wori,** 
corrected the American girl airily. 

Beverly won. Grenf ali Lorry and a smaU company 
of horsemen rode up in f urious haste long before the 
sun was in mid-sky. An attempt to depict the scene 
between him and his venturesome wif e would be a hope- 
less task. The way in which his face cleared itself 
of distress and worry was a joy in itself. To use his 
own words, he breathed freely for the first time in 
hours. " The American '' took the place of the 
officer who rode beside the coach, and the trio kept 
up an eager, interesting conversation during the next 
two hours. 

It was a warm, sleepy day, but ali signs of drowsi- 
ness disappeared with the advent of Lorry. He had 
reached Edelweiss late the night before, after a three 
days' ride from the conference with Dawsbergen. At 
first he encountered trouble in trying to discover what 
had become of the princess. Those at the castle were 
aware of the fact that she had reached Ganlook 
safely and sought to put him off with subterfuges. 
He stormed to such a degree, however, that their object 
failed. The result was that he was off for Ganlook 
with the earliest light of day. 

Regarding the conference with Prince Gabriel's 
representatives, he had but little to say. The escaped 
murderer naturally rcfused to surrender and was to 
ali appearances quite firmly established in power once 
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more. Lorry's only hope was that the reversal of 
feeling in Dawsbergen might work min f or the prince* 
He was carrying affairs with a high band, dealing 
Tengefnl blows to the friends of his half-brother and 
encouraging a lawlessness that sooner or later must 
prove his undoing. His representatives at the con- 
ference were an arrogant, law-defying set of men 
who laughed scomfully at every proposai made by 
the Graustarkians. 

** We told them that if he were not surrendered to 
Dur authorities inside of sixty days we would declare 
war and go down and take him,'' concluded " The 
American." 

" Two months," cried Yetive. " I don't under- 
stand." 

" There was method in that ultimatum. Axphain, 
of course, will set up a howl, but we can forestali 
any action the Princess Volga may undertake. Natu- 
rally, one might suspect that we should declare war 
at once, inasrauch as he must he taken sooner or later. 
But bere is the point : bef ore two months bave elapsed 
the better element of Dawsbergen will be so disgusted 
with the new dose of Gabriel that it will do anything 
to avert a war on his account. We bave led them 
to believe that Axphain will lend moral, if not phys- 
ical, support to our cause. Give them two months in 
which to get over this tremendous hysteria, and they'll 
find their senses. Gabriel isn't worth it, you see, and 
down in their hearts they know it. They really loved 
young Dantan, who seems to be a devil of a good 
f ellow. FU wager my head that in six weeks they'U 
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be wìshing he were back on the throne again. And 
Just to think of it, Yetive, dear, jou were off there 
in the verj heart of Axphain, risking everything»'* 
he crìed, wiping the moisture f rom his brow. 

^ It ìs just eleven dajs since I left Edelweiss, and 
I bave had a lovelj joumej/' she said, with one of 
ber rare smiles. He shook his head gravely, and she 
resolved in ber heart ncver to give him another such 
cause f or alarm. 

"And in the meantime, Mr. Grenfall Lorry, you 
are blaming me and hating me and ali that f or being 
the real cause of your wife's escapade," said Beverly 
Calhoun plaintively. " Fm awf ully sorry, But, 
you must remember one thing, sir ; I did not put ber 
up to this ridiculous trip. She did it of ber own 
free will and accord. Besidcs, I am the one who met 
the lion and almost got devoured, not Yetivc, if you 
plcase." 

" FU punish you by tuming j^ou over to old Count 
Marlanx, the commandcr of the army in Graustark," 
said Lorry, laughingly. " He's a tcrrible ogre, worse 
than any lion." 

" Heaven pity you, Beverly, if you fall into his 
clutches," cried Yetive. " He has had five wives and 
survives to look for a sixtb. You see how tcrrible 
it would be." 

" l'm not af raid of him," boasted Beverly, but there 
came a time whcn she thought of those words with a 
sbudder. 

" By the way, Yetive, I bave had word from Harry 
Anguish* He and the coimtess will leave Paris this 
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week, if the baby's willing, and will be in Eddweiai 
•oon. You don't know bow it rdieTes me to know tbat 
Harry will be witb us at ibis time." 

Yetiye's ejes answered bis entbunasm. Botb bad 
a warm and grateful memory of tbe loyal service 
wbicb tbe young American bad rendered bis friend 
wben they bad first come to Graustark in quest of 
tbe princess ; and botb bad a great regard f or bis wif e, 
tbe Countess Dagmar, wbo, as Yetive's lady in wait- 
ing, bad been tbrougb ali tbe perils of tbose exciting 
days witb tbem. 

As they drew near the gates of Edelweiss, a large 
body of horsemen rode fortb to meet them. The 
aftemoon was well on the way to night, and the air 
of the valley was cool and ref reshing, despite the rays 
of the June sun. 

** Edelweiss at last,'' murmured Beverly, ber face 
aglow. " The heart of Graustark. Do you know 
tbat I bave been brushing up on my grammarP I 
bave leamed the meaning of the word * Graustark,' 
and it seems so appropriate. Gran is gray, hoary, 
old; stark is strong. Old and strong — isn't it, 
Bear?»* 

^^And bere rides the oldest and strongest man in 
ali Graustark — the Iron Count of Marlanx," said 
Yetive, looking down the road. ** See — the strange 
gray man in front there is our greatest general, our 
craftiest fighter, our most heartless warrior. Does 
he not look like the eaglc or the hawkP " 

A moment later the parties met, and the newcomers 
swung into line witb the escort. Two men rode up 
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to ihe carriage and saluted. One was Count Marlanz» 
fthe other Colonel Quinnox, of the Royal Guard. The 
count, lean and gray as a wolf , revealed rows of 
fauge white teeth in his perf unctory smile of welcome» 
srnile young Quinnox's face f airly beamed wìth hon- 
est Joy. In the post that he held, he was but follow- 
ing in the f ootsteps of his f oref athers. Since history 
began in Graustark, a Quinnox had been in charge 
of the castle guard. 

The ^* Iron Count,'' as he sometimes was called, was 
past his sixtieth year. For twenty years he had been 
in command of the army. One had but to look at 
his strong, sardonie face to know that he was a f ear- 
less leader, a savage fighter. His eyes were black» 
piercing and never quiet; his hair and close-cropped 
beard were almost snow-white; his voice was heavy 
and without a yestige of warmth. Since her babyhood 
Yetive had stood in awe of this grim old warrior. It 
was no uncommon thing for mothers to subdue dis- 
obedient children with the threat to give them over 
to the " Iron Count." ** Old Marlanx will get you 
if you're not good," was a household phrase in Edel- 
weiss. He had been married fìve times and as many 
times had he been left a widower. If he were dis- 
eonsolate in any instance, no one had been able to 
discover the fact. Enormously rich, as riches go in 
Graustark, he had f ound young women for his wive» 
who thought only of his gold and his lands in the 
trade they made with Cupid. It was said that without 
exception they died happy. Death was a joy. The 
fortress overlooking the valley to the south was no 
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more rugged and unyidding than the man who made 
bis home within its walls. He lived there f rom choice 
and it was wìth his own money that he fitted up the 
commandant's quarters in truly regal style. Power 
was more to him than wealth, though he enjoyed 
both. 

Colonel Quinnox brought news from the castle. 
Yetive's uncle and aunt, the Count and Countcsa 
Half ont, were eagerly expecting her return, and the 
city was preparing to manifest its joy in the most 
exuberant fashion. As they drew up to the gatcs the 
shouts of the people carne to the ears of the travclers. 
Then the boom of cannon and the blare of bands broke 
upon the air, thrilling Beverly to the heart, She 
wondered how Yetive could be so cahn and unmoved 
in the face of ali this homage. 

Fast the great Hotel Regengetz and the Tower 
moved the gay procession, into the broad stretch of 
boulevard that led to the gatcs of the palace grounds. 
The gates stood wide open and inviting. Inside was 
Jacob Fraasch, the chief steward of the grounds, with 
his men drawn up in line ; upon the walls the sentries 
came to parade rest ; on the plaza the Royal band was 
playing as though by inspiration. Then the gates 
dosed behind the coach and escort, and Beverly Cal- 
houn was safe inside the castle walls. The '^ Iron 
Count " handed her from the carriage at the portals 
of the palacci and she stood as one in a dream. 
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HE two weeks following Beverly Cal- 
houn's advent into the royal household 
were filled with joy and wonder for her. 
Daily she seni glowing letters io her 
f ather, mother and brothers in Wash- 
ington, elaborating vastly upon the 
paradise into which she had fallen. To her 
highly emotional mind, the praises of Graustark had 
been but poorly sung. The huge old castle, relic 
of the feudal days, with its turrets and bastions 
and portcullises, impressed her with a never-ending 
sense of wonder. Its grcat halls and stairways, its 
chapel, the throne-room, and the armor-closet; its 
underground passages and dungeons ali united to fili 
her imaginative soul with the richest, rarest joys of 
romance. Simple American girl that she was, unused 
to the rigorous etiquette of royalty, she found em- 
barrassment in the first confusion of events, but she 
was not long in recovering her poise. 

Her apartments were near those of the Princess 
Yetive. In the private intercourse enjoyed by these 
joung women, ali manner of restraint was abandoned 
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by the vinior and erery Testige of Tojwìtj dippefl 
f rom the prinoess. Coant Half ont and his adoraUe 
wìf e, the Countess Yyonne, both of whom had grown 
old in the court, f ound the girl and her atrange serr- 
ani a source of wonder and delighL 

Some days after Beverly's arrivai there carne to the 
castle Harry Anguish and his wife, the TÌvadouB 
Dagmar. With them carne the year-old cooing babe 
who was to overthrow the heari and head of every 
being' in the household, from princess down. The 
tiny Dagmar became queen at once, and no one dia- 
puted her mie. 

Anguish, the painter, became Anguish, the strate- 
gist and soldier. He planned with Lorry and the 
ministry, aflvancing some of the most hcdr-brained 
projects that ever encouraged discussion in a solemn 
condave. The staid, cautious ministers looked upon 
him with wonder, but so plausible did he made bis 
proposals appear that they were f orced to consider 
them seriously. The old Count of Marlanx held him 
in great disdain, and did not hesitate to expose his 
contempt. This did not disturb Anguish in the least, 
for he was as optimistic as the sunshine. His pian 
f or the recapture of Gabriel was ridiculously improb- 
able, but it was afterwards secn that had it been 
attempted much distress and delay might actually 
bave been avoided. 

Yetive and Beverly, with Dagmar and the baby, 
made merry while the men were in council. Their 
nomings were spent in the shady park surrounding 
the castle, their aftemoons in driving, riding and 
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walkìng. Oftentimes the princess was beirred from 
these simple pleasures by the exigencies of ber posi- 
tion. Sbe was obliged io grani audiences, observe 
certain customs of state, attend to the charities thai 
carne directly under ber supervision, and conf er witb 
the nobles on affaìrs of weight and Importance. Bey-* 
erly delighted in the throne-room and the under- 
ground passages; they signified more to ber than 
ali the resi. She was shown the room in which Lorry 
bad foiled the Viennese who once tried to abduct 
Yetive. The dungeon where Gabriel spent bis first 
days of confinement, the Tower in which Lorry bad 
been beld a prisoner, and the monastery in the clouds 
were ali places of unusual interest to ber. 

Soon the people of the city began to recognize the 
fair American girl who was a guest in the castle, and 
a certain amount of homage was paid to ber. When 
sbe rode or drove in the streets, witb ber attendant 
Boldiers, the people bowed as deeply and as respect- 
fully as they did to the princess herself , and Beverly 
was just as grand and gracious as if she bad been 
bom with a sceptre in ber band. 

The soft moonlight nights charmed ber with a 
sense of rapture never known bef ore. With the castle 
brilliantly illiuninated, the halls and drawing-rooms 
filled with gay courtiers, the harpists at their posts, 
the military band playing in the parade ground, the 
balconies and porches offering their most inviting 
allurements, it is no wonder that Beverly was en- 
tranced. War bad no terrors f or ber. If she tbougbt 
of it at al^ it was with the f ear that it mi^t dia- 
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turb the dream into idiich she had f allaiL Trae, there 
was little or nothing to dktress the most tìmìd in these 
first days. The controversy between the principali- 
iies was at a standstiU, althoagh there was not «n hoor 
in which preparatioDS for the worst were neglected. 
To Beverly Calhoun, it meant little when sentiment 
was laid aside ; to Yetive and her people this prob- 
able war with Dawsbergen meant everything. 

Dangloss, going back and forth between Edelweiss 
and the f rentier north of Ganlook, where the best of 
the police and secret service watched with the sleep- 
less eyes of the lynx, brought unsettling news to the 
ministry. Axphain troops were engaged in the 
annual maneuvers just across the bordar in their own 
territory. Usually these were held in the plains near 
the capital, and there was a sinister signìficance in 
the f act that this year they were being carricd on in 
the rough southern extrcmity of the principality, 
within a day*s march of the Graustark line, f ully two 
months earlier than usuai. The doughty baron re- 
ported that f oot, borse and artillery were engaged in 
the drills, and that fuUy 8,000 men were masscd in 
the south of Axphain. The f ortifications of Ganlook, 
Labbot and other towns in northem Graustark were 
strengthened with almost the same care as those in 
the south, where conflict with Dawsbergen might first 
be expected. General Marlanx and bis staff rested 
neither day nor night. The army of Graustark was 
ready. Undemeath the castle's gay exterior there 
imouldered the fire of battle, the tremor of defiance. 

Late one aftemoon Beverly Calhoun and Mrs* 
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Anguish drove up in state to the Tower, wherein sat 
Dangloss and his watchdogs. The scowl left hÌ8 
face a8 far as nature wonld permit and he welcomed 
the ladies warmly. 

" I carne to ask about my friend, the goat-hunter," 
6AÌd Beverly, her cheeks a trifle rosier than usuai. 

" He is far f rom an amiable person, your highness,*' 
said the officer. When discussing Baldos he never 
f ailed to address Beverly as " your hlghness.'* " The 
f ever is gone and he is able to walk without much pain, 
but he is as restless as a witch. FoUowing instruc- 
tions, I bave not questioned him conceming his plans, 
but I f ancy he is eager to return to the hills." 

"What did he say when you gave him mj] 
message? " asked Beverly. 

"Which one, your highness?'' asked he, witH 
tantalizing density. 

" Why, the suggestion that he should come to Edel- 
weiss for better treatment," retorted Beverly severely. 

** He said he was extremely grateful for your kind 
offices, but he did not deem it advisable to come to 
this city. He requested me to thank you in his behalf 
and to teli you that he will never f orget what you bave 
done for him.'* 

"And he refuses to come to Edelweiss?" irritaUj; 
demanded Beverly. 

"Yes, your highness. You see, he stili regaiUa 
hìmself with disfavor, being a fugltive. It is hardBhfj 
fair to blame him for respecting the sccurity of tlie 
kxQs." 

" I hoped that I might induce him to givé up kis 
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old lif e and engagé in aomething perf ectly honesti 
although, mind yoa, Baron Danglo68, 1 do noi ques- 
tion his ìntegrity in the least. He should have a 
chance to prove himself worthy, that's alL This 
moming I petitioned Count Marlanx to give him a 
place in the Castle Guard.^ 

" My dear Miss Calhoun, the princess has " 

began the captain. 

^^ Her highness has sanctioned the request,'' inter- 
rupted she. 

^^And the count has promised to discover a 
vacancy,'' said Dagmar, with a smile that the baron 
understood perf ectly well. 

" This is the first time on record that old Marlanx 
has ever done anything to oblige a soul save himself. 
It is wonderful, Miss Calhoun. What speli do you 
Americans cast over rock and metal that they become 
as sand in your fingers? " said the baron, admiration 
and wonder in his eyes. 

" You dear old flatterer," cried Beverly, so warmly 
that he caught his breath. 

'* I believe that you can conquer even that stubbom 
fellow in Ganlook," he said, fumbling with his glasses. 
** He is the most obstinate being I know, and yet in 
ten mìnutes you could bring him to terms, I am sure. 
He could not resist you." 

" He stili thinks I am the princess? *' 

" He does, and swears by you." 

" Thcn, my mind is made up. ni go to Ganlook 
and bring him back with me, willy-nilly. He is too 
good a man to be lost in the hills. Good-bye, Baron 
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Dangloss. Thank you ever and ever so much. Oh, 
yes; will you write an order delivering him over to 
me? The hospital people may be — er — disoblig- 
ing, you know." 

'^ It shall be in your highness's hands thìs evening." 

The next morningy with Colonel Quinnox and a 
small escori) Beverly Calhoun set off in one of the 
royal coaches for Ganlook, accompanied by faithful 
Aunt Fanny. She carried the order from Baron 
Dangloss and a letter from Yetive to the Countess 
Rallowitz, insuring hospitality over night in the north- 
em town. Lorry and the royal household entered 
merrily into her project, and she went away with the 
godspeeds of ali. The Iron Count himself rode be- 
side her coach to the city gates, an unheard-of con- 
descension. 

" Now, you'U be sure to find a nice place for him 
in the castle guard, won't you, Count Marlanx? " she 
said at the parting, her hopes as fresh as the daisy 
in the dew, her confidence supreme. The count prom- 
ised faithfuUy, even eagerly. Colonel Quinnox, 
trained as he was in the diplomacy of silence, could 
scarcely conceal his astonishment at the conquest of 
the hard old warrior. 

Although the aftemoon was well spent before Bev- 
erly reached Ganlook, she was resolved to visit the 
obduràte patient at once, relying upon her resource- 
fulness to secure his promise to start with her for 
Edelweiss on the following moming. The coach 
delivered her at the hospital door in grand style. 
When the visitor was ushered into the snug little ante- 




M6 BEVERLY OF 6RAUSTARK 

room of the goremor^t oAee» ber heart was UmUnig 
Aod ber comporare wai midergoiiig a most anaHial 
ftrain. It aimoyed ber io duoorer tbat the approadi- 
ing contact wìtb an btifnH<> goat-bmiler waa grriiig 
ber fucfa unmistakaUe symptoms of per lai ba tioa> 

From an opstairs window in tbe bospital tbe eoB- 
Talescent bui nobappy patìent witnened ber approadì 
and arriTaL His sore, lonely beart gaTe a bound of 
Joy, for the days bad seemed long since ber departnre. 

He had had time to thìnk durìng these days, too. 
Tuming over in bìa mind ali of tbe details in connec- 
tion with their meeting and tbeir subsequent inter- 
course, it bcgan to dawn upon him that she might not 
be what she assiimed to be. Doubts asaailed him, sua- 
picions grew into amazing forms of certainty. There 
were times when be laughed sardonically at himself for 
being taken in by this strange but charming young 
woman, but through it ali his heart and mind were 
being drawn more and more fervently toward ber. 
More than once he called himself a foci and more 
than once he dreamed f oolish dreams of her — princess 
or not. Of one thing he was siire: he had come to 
love the advcnture for the sake of what it promised 
and there was no bittemess beneath his suspicions. 

Arraycd in clean linen and presentable clothes, pale 
from indoor confincment and fever, but once more the 
straight and strong cavalier of the hills, he hastened 
into her prcscnce when the summons carne for him 
to descend. He dropped to his knee and kissed her 
band, detcrmincd to play the game, notwithstanding 
bis doubts. As he arose she glanced for a flitting 
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second into bis dark eyes, and her own long lashes 
drooped. 

** Your highness ! '* he said gratef ully. 

*'How well and strong you look," she said hur- 
rìedly. '^ Some of the tan is gone, bui you look as 
though you had never been ili. Are you quite recov- 
ered?" 

" They say I am as good as ncw," he smilingly an- 
swered. " A trifle weak and uncertain in my lower 
extremities, but a few days of exercise in the moun- 
tains will overcome ali that. Is ali well with you and 
Graustark? They will give me no news bere, bj 
whose order I do not know." 

*' Tum about is fair play, sir. It is a wcU-estab- 
lisbed fact that you will give them no news. Yes, ali 
is well with me and mine. Were you beginning te 
think that I had deserted you ? It has been two wecks, 
hasn't it? '' 

" Ah, your highness, I realize that you bave had 
much more important things to do than to think of 
poor Baldos. I am exceedingly gratef ul f or this sign 
of interest in my welfare. Your visit is the brightest 
experience of my lif e." 

" Be seatcd ! " she cried suddenly. " You are too 
ili to stand." 

" Were I dying I should refuse to be seated while 
your highness stands," said he simply. His shoul- 
ders seemed to square themsclves involuntarily and his 
lef t band twitched as though accustomed to the habit 
of touching a sword-hilt. Beverly sat down instantly ; 
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with hìs usuai easy grace, he took a diair near bj« 
Tbey were alone in the ante-chamber. 

^Even though you were on your last legs?^ she 
munnured, and then wondered how she could .have 
uttered anything so inane. Somehow, she was begin- 
ning io fear that he was not the ordlnary person she 
had judged him to he. ** You are to be discharged 
from the hospital to-morrow,^ she added hastily. 

•* To-morrow? *' he cried, his eyes lighting with joy. 
** I may go then? '* 

*^ I have decided to take you to Edelweiss with me," 
she said, very much as if that were ali there was to 
it. He stared at her for a full minute as though 
doubting his ears. 

** No! " he said, at last, his jaws settling, his eyes 
glistening. It was a terrìble setback for Beverly's 
confidence. ** Your highness f orgets that I have your 
promise of absolute freedom." 

" But you are to be f ree," she protested. " You 
have nothing to fear. It is not compulsory, you 
know. You don't have to go unless you really want 
to. But my heart is set on having you in — in the 
castle guard." His bitter, mocking laugh surpriscd 
and woundcd her, which he was quick to see, for his 
contrìtion was immediate. 

*' Pardon, your highness. I am a rude, ungratef ul 
wretch, and I deserve punishment instead of reward. 
The proposai was so astounding that I f orgot myself 
completely," he said. 

Whereupon, catching him in this contrite mood, she 
began a determined assault against his resolution. 
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For an hour she devoted ber whole heart and soul to 
tiie task of overcoming bis prejudices, fears and 
objections, meeting bis protestations firmly and logie- 
ally, unconscious of the f act that ber very entbusiasm 
was betrajing ber to bim. Tbe first signs of weak- 
ening inspired ber afresh and at last sbe was riding 
over bim rougb-sbod, a bappy victor.' Sbe made 
promises tbat Yetive berself could not bave made ; sbe 
offered inducements tbat never could be carried out, 
altbougb in ber zeal sbe did not know it to be so; 
sbe painted sucb pictures of ease, comfort and pleasure 
tbat be wondered wby royalty did not excbange places 
witb its servants. In the end, overcome by tbe spirit 
of adventure and a desire to be near ber, be agreed 
to enter the service for six months, at tbe expiration 
of which time he was to be released from ali obliga- 
tions if be so desired. 

" But my friends in tbe pauss, your bighness," be 
said in snrrendering, " what is to become of them? 
They are waiting for me out there in tbe wildemess. 
I am not base enough to desert them." 

" Can't you get word to them? " sbe asked eagerly, 
** Let them come into the city, too. We will provide 
for the poor fellows, believe me.** 

** That, at least, is impossible, your bighness," be 
said, sbaking bis head sadly. ^^You will bave to 
slay them before you can bring them within tbe city 
gates. My only bope is tbat Franz may be bere to- 
night. He bas pemùssion to enter, and I am expect- 
ing bim to-day or to-morrow." 

** You can send word to them tbat you are sound 
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and saf e and you can teli them that Graustark Boldien 
shall be instructed to pay no attention to them what* 
ever. They shall not be disturbed.*' He laughed 
outright ai her enthusiasm. Many times during her 
eager conversation with Baldos she had almost be- 
trayed the fact that Bhe was not the princess. Some 
of her expressions were distmctly unregal and some 
of her slips were hopeless, as she yiewed them in retro- 
spect. 

'^What am I? Only the humble goat-hunter, 
faunted to death and eager for a short respite. Do 
with me as you like, your highness. You shall be 
my princess and sovereign for six months, at least,'^ 
he saidy sighing. ^^ Perhaps it is for the best." 

**You are the strangest man Fve ever seen,'* she 
remarkedy puzzlcd bcyond exprossion. 

That night Franz appeared at the hospital and was 
left alone with Baldos for an hour or more. What 
passed between them, no outsider knew, though there 
were tears in the eyes of both at the parting. But 
Franz did not start for the pass that night, as they 
had expected. Strange news had come to the ears of 
the faithf ul old f oUowcr and he hung about Gimlook 
until moming came, eager to catch the ear of his 
leader bef ore it was too late. 

The coach was drawn up in front of the hospital 
at eight o'clock, Beverly triumphant in command. 
Baldos came down the steps slowly, carefuUy, favor- 
ing the newly healcd ligaments in his legs. She 
smiled cheerìly at him and he swung his rakish hat 
low. There was no sign of the black patch. Sud- 
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ìienly he started and peered intently into the little knot 
of people near the coach. A look of anxiety crossed 
hìs face. From the crowd advanced a grizzled old 
beggar who boldly extended his hand. Baldos 
grasped the proffered hand and then stepped into the 
coach. No one saw the bit of white paper that passed 
from Franz's palm into the possession of Baldos. 
Then the coach was off for Edelweiss, the people of 
Granlook enjoying the unusual spectade of a mys- 
terious and apparently undistingoished stranger sit- 
ting in luxurious ease beside a fair ladjr in the rojral 
coach of Graustarlu 



CHAFTER Xn 
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IN SERVICE 

T was a drowsy day, and» beaides,. 
Baldoa was noi in a oommunicatiTe 
f rame of mind. Beverly put f orth 
her best effiurU during the f orenocm» 
but after the basket lundieon had 
been disposed of in the shade at the 
roadside, she was content to give up the struggle 
and surrender to the soothing importunities of the 
coach as it bowled along. She dozed peacef ully, con- 
sdous to the last that he was a most ungracioua 
creature and more worthy of rescntment than of bene- 
f action. Baldos was not intentionally disagreeable; 
he was morose and unhappy because he could not help 
it. Was he not leaving his friends to wandcr alone 
in the wildemess while he drif ted weakly into the com-> 
forts and pleasures of an enviable service? His heart 
was not in full sympathy with the present tum of 
affairs, and he could not deny that a selfish motive 
was responsible for his action. He had the ali toa 
human eagemess to serve beauty; the blood and fire 
of youth were strong in this wayward nobleman of 
thehills. 

Lying back in the seat, he pensively studied the face 
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of the sleeping girl whose dark-brown head was pil- 
lowed against the corner cushions of the coach. Her 
hat had been removed f or the sake of comfort* The 
<]ark lashes fell like a soft curtaìn over her eyes, 
obscuring the merry gray that had overcome his 
apprehensions. Her breathing was deep and regolar 
«nd peacef ul. One little gloved band rested carelessly 
in her lap, the other upon her breast near the delicate 
throat. The heart of Baldos was troubled. The 
picture he looked upon was entrancing, uplifting; he 
rose f rom the lowly state in which she had f ound him 
to the position of admirer in secret to a princess, real 
or assumed. He found himself again wondering if 
she were really Yetive, and with that f ear in his heart 
he was envying Grenfall Lorry, the lord and master 
of this exqnisite creature, envying with ali the help- 
lessness of one whose hope is blasted at birth. 

The note which had been surreptitiously passed to 
him in Ganlook lay crumplcd and forgotten inside his 
coat pocket, where he had dropped it the moment it 
had come into his possession, supposing that the 
message contained information which had been for- 
gotten by Franz, and was by no means of a nature to 
demand immediate attention. Had he read it at once 
his suspicions would bave bccn confirmed, and it is 
barely possible that he would bave refused to enter 
the city. 

Late in the aftemoon the walls of Edelweiss were 
sighted. For the first time he looked upon the distant 
housetops of the principal city of Graustark. Up in 
the clouds, on the summit of the mountain peak over- 
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looking the city, stood the famed monastery of Saint 
iVakntixie. Stretching up the graduai incline were 
tìic homes of citizens, aocessiUe only by f ootpaths and 
donkey roads. Beverly was awake and impatient to 
reach the joumey's end. He had proved a mort dis- 
appointing companion, polite, but with a bafliing 
indifFerence that irritated her oonsiderably* There 
wafl a set expression of defianoe in his strong, dean- 
cut face, the look of a soldier advancing to meet a 
powerful foe. 

^^ I do hope he'll not always act this way," she waa 
complaining in her thoughts. ** He was so charm- 
ingly impudent out in the hills, so deliciously human. 
Now he is like a clam. Yetive will think I am such a 
f ool if he doesn't live up to the reputation l've given 
him!" 

^^ Here are the gates," he said, half to himself • 
** Vniat is there in store for me beyond those walls? '* 

" Oh, I wish you wouldn't be so dismal,'* she cried 
itt despair. " It seems just like a fimeral." 

" A thousand apologies, your highness," he mur- 
mured, with a sudden lightness of speech and man- 
ner. " Henceforth I shcdl be a most amiablc jestcr, 
to please you." 

Beverly and the faithful Àunt Fanny were driven 
to the castle, where the former bade farewell to her 
ncw knight imtil the following moming, when he was 
to appear bcf ore her for personal instructions. Colo- 
nel Quinnox escorted him to the barracks of the guard, 
where he was to share a room with young Haddan, a 
corporal in the service. 
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^ The wild) untamed gentleman f rom the hills carne 
wìthout a word, I see," said Lorry, who had watched 
the approach* He and Yetive stood in the window, 
overlooking the grounds f rom the princess's boudoir. 
Beverly had just entered and thrown herself upon m 
divan. 

" Yes, he's here," she said shortly. 

** How long do you, with ali your clevemess, expedl 
to hoodwink him into the belief that you are the 
princess? " asked Yetive, amused but anxious. 

^^ He's a great fool for being hoodwinked at ali," 
said Beverly, very much at odds with her protégé* 
^^ In an hour from now he will know the truth and will 
be bowling like a madman for his freedom." 

" Not so soon as that, Beverly," said Lorry con- 
solingly. " The guards and officers bave their in- 
structions to keep him in the dark as long as possible." 

" Well, Fm tired and mad and hungry and every- 
thing else that isn't compatible. Let's talk about the 
war," said Beverly, the sunshine in her face mo- 
mentarily eclipsed by the dark cloud of disappoint- 
ment. 

Baldos was notified that duty would be assigned to 
him in the moming. He went through the formali- 
ties which bound him to the service for six months, 
listening indifFerently to the words that foretold the 
fate of a traitor. It was not until his new uniform 
and equipment carne into his possession that he remem- 
bered the note resting in his pocket. He drew it out 
and began to read it with the slight interest of one 
who has anticipated the effect. But not for long waa 
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he io remain apathetic Tlie fini few lincs brouglit a 
lock of undentandiiig io his eyes; then he lan^ied 
the easy laugfa of one who has cast care and confidenoe 
to the winds. This is what he read: 

**SIie IsDottheprinoe». We haTe been dnped. Lastnlgiitl 
karned the tnith. Sbe is Miss Cslboon, so Amerìcaiu goiiig t» 
be s guest at the castk. BeAiie to go with ber into Edehreiss. 
It msj be s trap aod insj mesa desth. Questk» ber bold^ 
before oommittiDg jroiinelf.*' 

There carne the naturai impulse to make a dash f or 
the outside world, fighting his way through if neces- 
sary* Looking back over the ground, he wondered 
how he could bave been deceived at ali by the unoon- 
▼entional American. In the clear light of retrospec- 
tion he now saw how impossible it was f or ber to bave 
been the princess. Every act, every word, every look 
should bave told bim the truth* Every flaw in ber 
masquerading now presented itself to bim and be was 
compelled to laugb at bis own simplicity. Caution, 
after ali, was the largest component part of his make- 
up; the craftiness of the bunted was deeply rooted 
in bis being. He saw a very serious side to the adven- 
ture. Stretcbing bimself upon the cot in the corner 
of the room be gave bimself over to plotting, plan- 
ning, tbinking. 

In the midst of bis thougbts a sudden light burst 
in upon bim. His eyes gleamed with a new fire, bis 
heart leaped with new animation, bis blood ran warm 
again. Leaping to bis feet be ran to the window to 
re-read the note from old Franz. Then be settled 
back and laugbed with a f ervor that cleared the brain 
of a thousand va^e misgivings. 
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^ Sbe is Miss Calhoun, an American going io be a 
guest at the castle," — not the princess, but Miss Cai* 
boun. Once more the memory of the clear gray cyes 
leaped into lif e ; again be saw ber asieep in the coacb 
on the road from Ganlook; again he recalled the 
f ervent throbs bis guilty beart bad f elt as he looked 
upon this fair creature, at one time the supposed 
treasure of another man. Now she was Miss Calhoun, 
and ber gray eyes, ber entrancing smile, ber won- 
drous vivacity were not for one man alone. It was 
marvelous what a change this sudden realization 
wrought in the view abead of bim. The whole situa- 
tion seemed to be transformed into something more 
desirable than ever before. His face cleared, bis 
spirits leaped higher and higher with the buoyancy of 
fresh relief, his confidence in himself crept back into 
existence. And ali because the fair deceiver, the sHm 
girl with the brave gray eyes who bad drawn bim into 
a net, was not a princessi 

Something told bim that she bad not drawn bim into 
his present position with any desire to injure or with 
the slightest sense of malice. To ber it had been a 
merry jest, a pleasant comedy. Undemeath ali be 
saw the goodness of ber motive in taking bim from the 
old life, and putting bim into his present position of 
trust. He had helped ber, and she was ready to help 
bim to the limit of ber power. His position in Edel- 
weiss was clearly enough defined. The more be 
thought of it, the more justifiable it seemed as viewed 
from ber point of observation. How long she hoped 
to keep bim in the dark be could not tdL The out- 
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come would be entertainmg; ber efforts io deoem, if 
•he kepi them up, would be amufling. Altogether» he 
was ready, with the leisure and Joy of youth, io awail 
developments and io enjoy the comedy from a point of 
yiew which she could not at once suspect. 

Hìs subtle efforts to draw Haddan into a discoirioii 
of the princess and ber household resulted unsatisf ae- 
torìly. The young guard was annoyingly unrespon- 
sive. He had bis secret instnictions and could not 
be ìnveigled into betraying bimself • Baldos went to 
sleep that night with bis mind conf used by doubts. 
His talk with Haddan had left him.quite undecìded aa 
to the value of old Franz's waming. Either Frans 
was mistaken, or Haddan was a most skilfid dissem- 
bler. It struck him as utterlj beyond the pale of rea* 
son that the entire castle guard should bave been 
eplisted in the scheme to deceive him* When sleep 
carne, he was contenting himself with the thought that 
moming doubtless would give him dearer insight to 
the situation* 

Both he and Beverly Calhoun were ignorant of the 
true conditions that attached themselves to the new 
recruit. Baron Dangloss alone knew that Haddan 
was a trusted agent of the secret service, with instruc- 
tions to shadow the newcomer day and night. That 
there was a mystery surrounding the character of 
Baldos, the goat-himter, Dangloss did not question f or 
an instant: and in spite of the instructions received 
at the outset, he was using ali his skill to unravel it. 

Baldos was not summoned to the castle until noon« 
His serene indifference to the outcome of the visit was 
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calcolated to deceive the friendly but watchf ul Had- 
idan. Dressed carefully in the dose-fitting uniform 
of the royal guard, taller than most of his f ellows^ 
handsomer by far than any, he was the most notice- 
able figure in and about the barracks. Haddan 
coached him in the way he was to approach the 
princess, Baldos listening with exaggerated intent- 
ness and with deep regard f or detaiL 

Beverly was in the small audience-room off the main 
reception hall when he was ushered into her presence. 
The serrants and ladies-in-wfidting disappeared at a 
signal f rom her* She arose to greet him and he knelt 
to kiss her hand. For a moment her tongue was 
bound. The kecn eyes of the new guard had looked 
into hers with a directness that seemed to penetrate 
her brain. That this scene was to be one of the most 
interesting in the little comedy was proved by the f act 
that two eager young women were hidden behind a 
heavy curtain in a corner of the room. The Princess 
Yetive and the Coimtess Dagmar were there to enjoy 
Beverly's first honr of authority, and she was aware 
of their presence. 

** Have they told you that you are to act as my 
especial guard and escort? " she asked, with a queer 
flutter in her voice. Somehow this tali f ellow with the 
broad shoulders was not the same as the ragged goat* 
hunter she had known at first. 

"No, your highness," said he, easily. "I have 
come for instructions. It pleases me to know that I 
am to have a place of honor and trust such as this." 
General Marlanx has told me that a vacancy 



ce 




140 BEVERLY OF GRAUSTARK 

exÌBts, and I have sdecied you io fili it. The oompen* 
sation will be attended io by the proper penont, and 
your duties will be explained io you by one of the 
offioers. ThÌ8 aftemoon, I believe, you are to aooom- 
pany me on my visit to the fortress, which I am to 
inspect.** 

^'Very well, your hi^^ess,** he respectfully said. 
He was thinking of Miss Calhoun, an American girl» 
although he called her ** your highuess.** ^ May I 
be permitted to ask f or instructions that can come only 
from your highness? '* 

** Certainly," she replied. His manner was more 
def erential than she had ever known it to be, but he 
threw a bomb into her fine composure with his next 
remark. He addressed her in the Graustark lan- 
guage: 

'^ Is it your desire that I shall continue to address 
youinEnglIsh?" 

Beverly's face tumed a bit red and her eyes wavered. 
By a wonderful efFort she retained her self-control, 
stammering ever so f aintly when she said in English : 

** I wish you would speak English," imwittingly 
giving answer to his question. ^^ I shall insist upon 
that. Your English is too good to be spoiled/* 

Then he made a bold test, his first having failed. 
He spoke once more in the native tongue, this time 
«oftly and eamestly. 

** As you wish, your highness, but I think it is a 
most ridiculous practice," he said, and his heart lost 
ncrne of its courage. Beverly looked at him almost 
pothetically. She knew that behind the curtain two 
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young women were enjoying her discomfiture. Some- 
ihing told her that they were stifliiig their mirth with 
dainty lace-bordered handkerchief s. 

^^ That will do, sir," she managed io say firmly. 
** It*8 very nice of you, but after this pay your hom- 
age In Englìsh," she went on, taking a long chance 
on his remark* It must have been complimentary, she 
reasoned. As f or Baldos, the f aintest sign of a smile 
touched his lips and his eyes were twinkling as he bent 
his head quickly. Franz was right; she did not know 
a word of the Graustark language* 

" I bave entered the service f or six months, your 
highness,'' he said in English. *^ You h:;ye honored 
me, and I give my heart as well as my arm to your 
cause." 

Beverly, breathing easier, was properly impressed 
by this promise of f ealty. She was looking with pride 
upon the figure of her staiwart protégé. 

" I hope you bave destroyed that horrid black 
patch," she said. 

" It has gone to keep company with other devoted 
but deserted friends," he said, a tinge of bittemess 
in his voice. 

" The uniform is vastly becoming," she went on, 
realizing helplessly that she was providing intense 
amusement f or the unseen auditors. 

" It shames the rags in which you found me." 

" I shall never f orget them, Baldos," she said, with 
a strange eamestness in her voice. 

" May I presume to inquire after the health of your 
good Aunt Fanny and — although I did not see 
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him — your linde Sam?*' he asked^ with a face aa 
straìght and sincere as that of a judge. Bereiljr 
Bwallowed suddenly and checked a laugh with aome 
difficnlty. 

** Anni Fanny is nerer ilL Some day I ahaU idi 
you more of Uncle Sam. It will interest you.'' 

^ Ajiother qucttion, if it pleaae your highntis. Sa 
ycu expect to return to America loon? " 

This was the unexpected, but she met it with ad- 
mirable composure. 

*^ It depends upon the time when Prinoe Dantaii 
resumes the throne in Dawsbergen,'' she said. 

**And that day may never come/' said he, such 
mocking regret in his voice that she looked upon him 
with newer interest. 

" Why, I really believe you want to go to America,'' 
she cried. 

The eyes of Baldos had been f urtively drawn to the 
curtain more than once during the last few minutes. 
An occasionai movement of the long orientai hang- 
ings attracted his attention. It dawned upon him 
that the little play was being overheard, whether by 
spics or conspirators he knew not. Resentment sprang 
up in his breast and gave birth to a daring that was 
as spectacular as it was confounding. With long, 
noiseless strides, he reached the door before Beverly 
could interpose. She half started from her chair, her 
eyes wide with dismay, her lips parted, but his band 
was already clutching the curtain. He drew it aside 
relentlessly* 

Two startled women stood exposed to view, smilea 
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Sjìng on their amazed faces. Their backs were 
against the dosed door and two hands clutching hand- 
kerchiefs dropped from a most significant altitude. 
One of them flashed an imperìous glance ai the bold 
discoverer, and he knew he was looking upon the real 
prìnce08 of Graustark. He did not lose his com- 
poeure. Without a tremor he turned to the American 
girl. 

" Your highness," he said dearly, coolly, ** I f ear 
we have sples and eavesdroppers here. Is your court 
made up of — I shouid say, they are doubtless a pair 
•f curious ladies-in-waiting. Shall I begin my Btrr" 
ice, your highness, bj^ escorting them to yondor 
door?»» 
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EVERLY gaspecL Tlie 
stared blankly at the new guard. 
Yetive flushed deeply» bit her lip in 
hopeleas chagrin, and dropped her 
eyes. A pretty turo, indeed, the 
play had taken! Not a word was 
uttered for a full half -minute ; nor did the guìity 
witnesses venture forth from their retreat* Baldos 
stood tali and impassive, holding the curtain aside. 
At last the shadow of a smile crept into the face of 
the princcss, but her tones were full of deep humility 
when she spoke. 

**We crave permission to retire, your highness/' 
ahe said, and there was virtuous appeal in her eyes. 
** I pray f orglveness for this indiscretion and implore 
you to be lenient with two miserable creatures who 
love you so well that they forget their dignity." 

*^ I am amazed and shocked/' was ali that Beverly 
oould say. " You may go, but return to me within 
an hour. I will then bear what you bave to say.'* 

Slowly, even humbly, the ruler of Graustark and 
her cousin passed beneath the upraised arm of the 
new guard* He opened a door on the opposite side o£ 
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the room, and they went out, to ali appearance thor- 
oughly crestf alien* The steady f eatures of the guard 
did noi relax f or the f raction of a second, bui hìs 
heart was thumping dìsgracefully. 

** Come here, Baldos," commanded Beverly, a bit 
pale, but recoverìng her wits wìth admirable prompt- 
ness. ^* This is a matter which I shall dispose of prì- 
Tately. It is to go no f urther, you are to under- 
stand." 

" Yes, your highness." 

*^ You may go now. Colonel Quinnox will explain 
ererything," she said hurriedly* She was eager to be 
rid of him* As he tumed away she observed a faint 
but peculiar smile at the corner of his mouth. 

"Come bere, sir!" she excledmed hotly. He 
paused, his face as sombre as an owl's. " What do 
you mean by laughing like that?" she demanded« 
He caught the fierce note in her voice, but gave it 
the proper interpretation. 

" Laughing, your highness? " he said in deep sur- 
prise. *^ You must be mistaken. I am sure that I 
could not bave laughed in the presence of a princess.'* 

" It must bave been a — a shadow, then," she re- 
tracted, somewhat startled by his rejoinder. ** Verjj 
well, then; you are dismissed." 

As he was about to open the door through whicU 
he had entered the room, it swung wide and Coimt 
Marlanx strode iti. Baldos paused irresolutely, and 
then proceeded on his way without paying the slight- 
est attention to the commander of the army. Mar- 
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lanx carne io an amaxed itop and his face flamed witB 
reflentment. 

""Halt, air!'' he exdaimed hanhlj. ""DoiiH ^M 
know enough io salute me, nr? " 

Baldos tumed instanily, his figure straightening; 
like a flash* His eyes mei those of the Iron Count 
and did not waver, althcmgh his face went white with 
passion. 

** And who are you, sir? ^ he asked in cold, stedjr 
tones. The count ahnost reeled. 

**Your superior officer — that shoold be enoa^' 
f or you ! '' he half hissed with deadly leyehiess. 

'^ Oh, then I see no reason why I should Bst salute 
you, sir," said Baldos, with one of his rare smilas. He 
saluted his superior officer a shade too elaborately and 
tumed away. Marlanx's eyes glistened. 

'^ Stop! Have I said you could go, sir? I haye 
a bit of advice to '* 

**My command to go comes from your superior, 
sir," said Baldos, with irritating blandness. 

**Be patient, general,*' cried Beverly in deep dis- 
tress. ** He does not know any better. I will stand 
sponsor for him." And Baldos went away with a 
light step, his blood singing, his devil-may-care heart 
satisfied. The look in her cyes was very sustaining. 
As he left the castle he said aloud to himself with an 
easy disregard of the conscquences : 

** Well, it scems that I am to be associated with the 
devil as well as with angels. Heavcns! June is a 
glorious month." 

'* Now, you promised you'd be nice to him, General 
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Marlanx," cried Beverly the instant BaldoB was out 
of the room* ^^ He's new at this sort of thing, you 
know, and besides, you didn't address him very politely 
f or an utter stranger.'* 

'^ The insolent dog," snarled Marlanx, his self-con- 
trol retuming slowly* '^ He shall be taught well and 
thorofughly, never fear, Miss Calhoun. There is a 
way to tram such recruits as he, and they never f orget 
what they have leamed." 

*^ Oh, please don't be harsh wìth hlm," she pleaded* 
The smile of the Iron Count was not at ali reassuring. 
'^ I know he will be sorry f or what he has done, and 
you " 

** I am quite sure he will be sorry," said he, with a 
most agreeable bow in submission to her appeal, 

"Do you want to see Mr. Lorry?" she asked 
quickly* ** I will send f or him, general.'* She was 
at the door, impatient to be with the banished cui- 
prits* 

" My business with Mr. Lorry can walt," he began, 
with a smile meant to be inviting, but which did not 
impress her at sdì pleasantly. 

" Well, anyway, l'il teli him you're bere," she said, 
her band on the door-knob. "Will you wait bere? 
Good-bye!'* And then she was racing off throu£^ 
the long halls and up broad stair-cases toward the 
boudoir of the princess. There is no telling how long 
the ruffled count remained in the ante-room, for the 
excìted Beverly f orgot to teli Lorry that he was there. 

There were half a dozen people in the room when 
Beverly entered eagerly. She .was panting with ex- 
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dtement. Of ali the rooms in the grìm old cuMtp 
the boudoir of the prinoess was the most f amouify 
attractive. It was really her home, the exquisite abid* 
ing place of an exquisite creature. To lounge aa her 
divansy to loU in the chairs, to glide through her 
priceless ruga was the acme of indolent pleasure. Few 
were they who enjoyed the privileges of ** Little 
Heaven," as Harry Anguish had christened it on one 
memorable night, long before the princess was Mrs. 
Grenf ali Lorry. 

" NoWt how do you feel? ^ cried the flushed Ameri- 
can girl, pausing in the door to point an impressive 
finger at the princess, who was lying back in a huge 
chair, the picture of distress and annoyance. 

*' I shall never be able to look that man in the 
face again," carne dolefully from Yetive's humbled 
lips. Dagmar was ali smiles and in the fittest of 
humors. She was the kind of a culprit who lores the 
punishment because of the crime. 

" Wasn't it ridiculous, and wasn't it just too 
lovely?'* she cried. 

" It was extremely theatrical,'* agreed Beverly,, 
seating herself on the arm of Yetive's chair and throw- 
Kng a warm arm around her neck. " Have you ali 
heard about it?" she demanded, naively, tuming to 
the others, who unquestionably had had a jumbled 
account of the performance. 

" You got just what you deserved," said Lorry, who 
was immensely amused. 

" I wonder what your august vagabond thinks of 
his princess and her ladies-in-hiding? " mused Harry 
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Anguish. The Count and Countess Halfont were 
«miling in spite of the assanlt upon the dìgnity of the 
court. 

" l'd give anything to know what he really thinks,** 
«aìd the real princess. *' Oh, Beverly, wasn't it 
awf ul P And how he marched ns out of that room ! " 

** I thought it was great/* said Beverly, her eyes 
^owing. ** Wasn't it splendid? And isn't he good 
looking?" 

^^ He is good looking, I imagine, but I am no judge, 
dear. It was utterly impossible f or me to look at his 
face," lamented the princess. 

" What are you going to do with us? " asked Dag- 
mar penitently. 

" You are to spend the remainder of your Uf e in a 
dungeon with Baldos as guard," decided Miss Cal- 
houn. 

** Beverly, dear, that man is no ordinary person,** 
«aid the princess, quite positively. 

" Of course he isn't. He's a tali, dark mystery .'' 

" I observed him as he crossed the terrace this mom- 
ing," said Lorry. " He's a striking sort of chap, and 
l'il bet my head he's not what he claims to be." 

" He claims to be a f ugitive, you must remember,'* 
aaid Beverly, in his defense. 

** I mean that he is no common malef actor or what- 
ever it may be. Who and what do you suppose he is? 
1 confess that Fm ìnterested in the fellow and he 
looks as though one might like him without half try- 
ifìg. Why haven't you dug up his past history, 
Xeverly? You are so keen about him.^ 
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'* He positively refuses to lei me dig,** ezplainedl 
Beverly, "I tried, you know, bui he — he — wéll, 
he squelched me." 

^Well, after ali is said and done, he caugfat us 
peeping to-day, and I am filled with shame," said the 
princess. ^ It doesn't matter who he is, he must oer- 
tainly have a must unflattering opinion as to what 



we are.*' 



'* And he is sure to know us sooner or later,** said 
the young countess, momentarily serious. 

** Oh, if it ever comes to that I shall be in a splendid 
posìtion to explain it ali to him,** said Beverly. 
*' Don't you see, FU have to do a lot of explaining 
myself ? " 

^^Baron Dangloss!" announced the guard of the 
upper hall, throwing open the door for the doughtjj 
little chief of police. 

** Your highness sent for me? " askcd he, advanc- 
ing after the formai salutation. The princess exhib* 
ited genuine amazement. 

^ I did, Baron Dangloss, but you must have come 
with the wings of an cagle. It is really not more than 
three minutes sincc I gave the order to Colonel Quin- 
nox." The baron smiled mysteriously, but volun- 
teered no solution. The truth is, he was entering the 
castle doors as the messenger left them, but he was 
much too fond of effect to spoil a good sìtuation by 
explanations. It was a long two miles to his oSct in 
the Tower. " Something has just happened that im- 
pels me to ask a few questions conceming Baldos, the 
new guard.'* 
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^ May I first ask what has happened? " Dangloss 
was ai a loss f or the meaning of the general smìle that 
went around. 

^ It ìs qiiite personal and of no consequence. What 
doyou know of him? My cnriosity is aroused. Now, 
he quiet, Beverly; you are as eager to know as the 
rest of US." 

'^ Well, yonr hìghness, I may as well conf ess that 
the man is a puzzle to me. He comes here a vagabond, 
but he certainly does not act like one. He admìts that 
he is being hunted, but takes no one into his conBr 
dence. For that, he cannot be blamed." 

"Have you any reason to suspect who he is?** 
asked Lorry, 

** My instructions were to refrain f rom questioning 
him," complained Dangloss, with a pathetic look at 
the originai plotters. ** Stili, I bave made investiga- 
tions along other lines.*' 

** And who is he? " cried Beverly, eagerly. 

** I don't know," was the disappointing answer. 
** We are confronted by a queer set of circumstances. 
Doubtless you ali know that young Prince Dantan is 
flying f rom the wrath of his half-brother, our lament- 
ed friend Gabriel. He is supposed to be in our hills 
with a half-starved body of followers. It seems im- 
possible that he could bave reached our northem 
boundaries without our outposts catdiing a glimpse 
of him at some time. The trouble is that his face is 
unknown to most of us, I among the others. I have 
been going on the presumption that Baldos is in 
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Teality Prince Dantan. But lati night the belief re- 
oeiyed a severe shock." 

^ Yes? " carne from several eager lipk 

^ My men who are watching the Dawsbergen f ron- 
tier carne in last night and reported that Dantan had 
been seen by mountaineers no later than Sunday, three 
days ago. These mountaineers were in sympathy 
with him, and refused to teli whither he went. We 
only know that he was in the southern part of Grau- 
stark three days ago. Our new guard speaks many 
languagesy but he has never been heard to use that of 
Dawsbergen. That fact in itself is not surprising» 
for, of ali things, he would avoid his mother tongue. 
Dantan is part English by birth and wholly so by 
cultivation. In that he evidently finds a mate in 
this Baldos." 

"Then, he really isn't Prince Dantan? ** cried 
Bererly, as though a cherished ideal had been shat- 
tered. 

** Not if we are to believe the tales from the south. 
Here is another complication, however. There is, as 
you know, Count Halfont, and perhaps ali of you, 
f or that matter, a pretender to the throne of Axphain, 
the fugitive Prince Frederic. He is described as 
young, good looking, a scholar and the next thing to 
a pauper." 

" Baldos a mere pretender," cried Beverly in real 
distress. " Never ! '* 

^* At any rate, he is not what he pretaiids to be^" 
said the harem, with a wise smile. 
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**Then, you think he may be Prince Frederic?** 
asked Lorry, deeply interested. 

'^ I am inclined to think so, although another oom- 
plication has arisen. May it please your highness, I 
am in an amazingly tangled state of mind,'' admitted 
the baron, passing his hand over his brow. 

^* Do you mean that another mysterìous prince has 
come to life? " asked Yetive, her eyes sparkling with 
interest in the revelations. 

'* Early this moming a despatch carne to me f rom 
the Grand Duke Michael of Rapp-Thorberg, a duchy 
in western Europe, informing me that the duke's eld- 
est son had lied f rom home and is known to bave come 
to the far east, possibly to Graustark." 

" Great Scott ! " exclaimcd Anguish. " It nerer 
rains but it hails, so here's hail to the princes three.** 

" We are the Mecca f or runaway royalty, it seems," 
said Count Half ont. 

" Go on with the story, Baron Dangloss," crìed 
the princess. ^^ It is like a hook." 

*^ A description of the young man accompanies the 
offer of a large reward f or inf ormation that may lead 

to his return home for reconciliation. And '* 

bere the baron paused dramatically. 

"And what?" interjected Beverly, who could not 
wait. 

"The description fits our friend Baldos per- 
f ectly ! " 

" You don't mean it? " exclaimed Lorry, ** Then, 
he may be any one of the three you bave mentioned? ^ 

^ Let me teli you what the grand duke's secretar / 
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■ays. I bave the officiai noiioe, but lef t it in mj desK. 
The runaway son of the grand duke is called Christo- 
baL He is twenty-Mren yean of age, speaks EngliiiH 
fluently, besides French and our own language. It 
seems that he attended an Engllah college with Piince 
Dantan and some of our own young men who are stìU 
in England. Six weeka ago he disappeared f rom hia 
f ather's home. At the same time a dozen wild and 
venturous retainers lef t the grand duchy. The party 
was seen in Vienna a week later, and the young duke 
boldly announced that he was off to the east to help 
his friend Dantan in the fight f or his throne. Groing 
on the theory that Baldos is this same Christobal, we 
have only to provide a reason for his preferrìng the 
wilds to the comf orts of our cities. In the first place, 
he knows there is a large reward for his apprehension 
and he fears — our police. In the second place, he 
does not care to direct the attention of Prìnce Dan- 
tan's foes to himself . He missed Dantan in the hills 
and doubtless was lost for weeks. But the true rea- 
son for his flight is made plain in the story that was 
printed recently in Paris and Berlin newspapers. Ac- 
cording to them, Christobal rebelled against his 
father's right to select a wife for hlm. The grand 
duke had chosen a noble and wealthy bride, and the 
son had selected a beautiful girl f rom the lower wallw 
of life. Father and son quarreled and neither would 
give an inch. Christobal would not marry his father's 
choice, and the grand duke would not sanction his 
tmion with the fair plebeian." 

Here Beverly exclaimed proudly, ber face glow- 
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ing: **He doesn't look like the sort of man who 
could be bullied ìnto marrying anybody if he didn'i 
.want to.'* 

*' And he strìkes me as the sort who wonld marrj| 
any one he set his heart upon havìng," added the 
princess, with a tauntìng glance at Miss Calhoun. 

" Umph ! " sniffed Beverly defiantly. The baron 
went on with his narrative, ezhibiting signs of excite- 
ment. 

"To lend color to the matter, Christobal's sweet- 
heart, the daughter of a game-warden, was murdered 
the night before her lover lied. I know nothing ofi 
the circumstances attending the crime, but it is my; 
understanding that Christobal is not suspected. It is 
possible that he is ignorant even now of the girPa 
fate.'» 

" Well, by the gods, we have a goodly lot o€ 
heroes about us," exclaimed Lorry. 

" But, after ali," ventured the Countess Halfonti 
" Baldos may be none of these men.'* 

** Good heavens, Aunt Yvonne, don't suggest any- 
thing so distressing," said Yetive. ** He mìist be one 
of them." 

" I suggest a speedy way of determining the mat- 
ter," said Anguish. "Let us send for Baldos and 
ask him point blank who he is. I think it is up to him 
to clear away the mystery." 

** No ! " cried Beverly, starting to her f eet. 

** It seems to be the only way," said Lorry. 

^ But I promised him that no questions should be 
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■aked,** MÙd Beverly, «IiiKMt tearf oDy bot qnite 
ktely. <*Dklii»iI, Yefc— yoarhi^iiMa?'» 

**AÌ3s, yet!" aud the priiiee«, with • paOielM 
fittle nnfle of rengnatàon, bvt vith lopUg ia ^bm 
«iMg of ber head» 



CHAPTER XIV. 




» ViaiT. AND ITS CONSEQVENCBS 

HAT same af temoon Baldos, blìsB- 
full; ignoruit of the stir he had 
created in certsin circles, rode out for 
the fint time os a member of the 
CasUe Gruord. He and Haddan were 
debùled by Colonel Quinnox to acfl 
as private ewort to Miss Calboun untìl othenràse 
ordered. If Haddan thought himself wiser tban 
Boldoa in knowing that their charge was not the 
prìncess, he waa verj nnich mistaken ; if he enjojad 
the trick that was being plajed on hia f ellow guardo- 
maa, bis enjojment vas as nothing as compsred to 
the pleasure Baldoa waa deriTÌng from the aituation. 
The royal Victoria was driren to the fortresa, con- 
Tcying the supposed princeas and the Countesa Dag- 
tuar to the home of Coimt Marlanx. The two guarda 
rode bravcly behind the equipage, resplendent in brìi- 
liant new uniforms. Baldoa was mildlj surprised and 
puzzied by the homage paid the young American gìrL 
It atruck him as prepoaterous that the entire popula* 
tion of Eddweiaa couid be in the game to deceive 

" Who il the princesa's companion P " he inqulred 
of Haddan, as they left the casUe grounds. 
167 
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'* The Countets Dagmar, couiin to ber hif^i 
Sbe ia the wif e of Mr. Anguish.^ 

'^ I have seen her bef ore,'' said Baldos» a atrange 
smìle on ìns face. 

The Countets Dagmar f ound It difficult at first to 
meet the eje of the new guard, but he was so punctS- 
iously oblÌTÌous that her oourage was restored. Sbe 
even went so far as to whìsper in Beverlj's ear that 
he dìd not remember ber face, and probably would 
not recognize Yetive as one of the eavesdroppenu 
The prìncess bad flatly ref used to accompany tbem 
on the visìt to the fortress because of Baldos. Strade 
by a sudden impulse, Beverly called Baldos to the side 
of the vehicle. 

** Baldos, you behaved very nicely yesterday in ex^ 
posing the duplicity of those young womcn," sbe said. 

'^ I am happy to bave pleased your highness,'' he 
said steadily. 

'^ It may interest you to know that they ceased to 
be ladies-in-waiting after that exposure." 

** Yes, your highness, it certainly is interesting," 
be said, as he fell back into position beside Haddan. 
During the remainder of the ride he caught himself 
lime after time gazìng reilectively at the back of ber 
proud little head, possessed of an almost uncontroll- 
able desire to touch the soft brown hair. 

" You can't f ool that excellent young man mucK 
longer, my dear," said the countess, recalling the look* 
in bis dark eyes. The same thought bad been af- 
flicting Beverly with its probabilities f or twenty-four 
bours and more. 
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C!ount Marlanx welcomed his visitors with a 
graciousness that awoke wonder in the minds of his 
staff. His marked pref erence f or the American girl 
idìd not escape attention. Some of the bolder young 
officers indulged in surreptitious grimaces, and ali 
looked with more or less compassion upon the happy- 
faced beauty from over the sea. Marlanx svUtvejed 
Baldos steadily and coldly, deep disapprovai in his 
fiinister eyes. He had not f orgotten the encounter of 
the day before. 

'* I see the favorite is on gaard,** he said blandly« 
^ Has he told you of the lesson in manners he enjoyed 
last night? " He was leading his guests toward the 
quarters, Baldos and Haddan following. The nen 
guard could not help hearing the sarcastic remark. 

"You didn't have him beaten?" cried Beverly, 
stopping short. 

" No, but I ìmagine it would have been preferable. 
I tàlked with him f or half an hour," said the general» 
laughing significantly. 

When the party stopped at the drinking-f ountain 
in the center of the f ort, Baldos halted near by. His 
face was as impassive as marble, his eyes set straight 
before him, his figure erect and soldierly. An occa- 
sionai sarcastic remark by the Iron Count, meant f or 
his ears, made no impression upon the deadly compo* 
sure of the new guard who had had his lesson. Miss 
Calhoun was conscious of a vague feeling that she had 
served Baldos an ill-tum when she put him into this 
position. 

The count provided a light luncheon in his quar- 
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ters after the ladies had gone over the f ortress. Ber* 
erly Calhoun, with ali of a woman's indifferenoe io 
ihings material, could not but eee how poorlj 
equipped the f ort was as oompared to the onef ahe 
had seen in the United States. She and the oountass 
visited the armory, the arsenal, and the repair shops 
bef ore luncheon, resenring the pleasures of the dub* 
house, the officers' quarters, and the parade-ground 
until afterwards. Count Marlanx's home was in the 
southeast corner of the enclosure, near the gates« 
Several of the officers lunched with him and the young 
ladies. Marlanx was assiduous in his attention to 
Beverly Calhoun — so much so, In fact, that the 
countess teased hcr afterwards about her conquest of 
the old and well-wom heart. Beverly thought him 
cxtremely sìlly and scntimental, much preferring him 
in the character of the harsh, implacable martinet. 

At regular intervals she saw the straight, martial 
fom of Bflddos pass the window near which she sat. 
He was patroUing the narrow piazza which fronted 
the house. Toward the dose of the rather trying 
luncheon she was almost unable to control the impulse 
to rush out and compel him to relax that imposing, 
machinc-like stride. She hungered for a few minutes 
of the old-time f reedom with him. 

The Iron Count was showing her some rare antique 
bronzes he had coUected in the south. The luncheon 
was over and the countess had strolled off toward the 
bastions with the young ofBcers, leaving Beverly 
alone with the host. Servants carne in to dear the 
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tables, bui the count harshiy ordered them lo wbìì 
until the guests had departed. 

'^ It is the dearest thìng I bave seen," said Bevtilyf 
holding a rare old candlestick at arm's length and 
looking at it in as manj ways as the wrist could tum. 
Her loose sleeves ended just below the elbows. The 
count's eyes f ollowed the gracef ul curves of her irhite 
forearm with an eagemess that was annojing. 

'^ I prize it more dearij than any other piece in 
my coUection," he said. '* It carne f rom Rome ; it has 
a history which I shall try to teli you some day, and 
which makes it almost invaluable. A Gkrman noble- 
man offered me a small fortune if I would part 
with ìtr 

" And you wouldn't sell it? ^ 

" I was saving it f or an occasion, your highnest,^ 
he said, bis steely eyes glittering. ** The glad boor 
has come when I can part with it f or a recompense far 
greater than the baron's gold." 

" Oh, isn't it lucky you kept it? " sbe cried. Then 
she tumed ber eyes away quickly, for bis gaze seemed 
greedily endeavoring to pierce through the lace in- 
sertion covering her neck and sboulders. Outside the 
window the steady tramp of the tali guard went on 
monotonously. 

*' The recompense of a sweet smile, a tender bluth 
and the unguarded thanks of a pretty woman. The 
oandlestick is yours, Miss Calhoun, — if you will re- 
pay me for my sacrifice by accepting it without reser- 
Tation.** 

Slowly Beverly Calhaun set the candlestick dowH 
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Qpon the table, ber ejes meetang his witfa ateady db- 
dain. 

^ What a rare old jester you are» Coant Marlanz»** 
flhe said without a Binile. *^ If I thought you were in 
eamest I should 8cream witfa laughter. liay I mig- 
gest that we join the counteasP We must hurry^ 
ftlong, you know. She and I have promised to plaj; 
tennis with the princess at three o'dock.'' The 
oount's giare of disappointment lasted but a moment. 
The dìplomacy of egotism carne to his relief , and he 
held back the gif t f or another day, but not f or anotber 
woman. 

** It grieves me to have you hurry away. My af ter- 
noon is to he a dull one, unless you permit me to 
watch the tennis game," he said. 

** I thought you were interested only in the game 
of war," she said pointedly. 

*^ I stand in greater awe of a tennis ball than I do 
of a cannonball, if it is sent by such an arm as yours," 
and he not only laid his eyes but his band upon ber 
bare arm. She started as if something had stung 
ber, and a cold shiver raced over ber warm flesh. His 
eyes for the moment held ber spellbound. He was 
drawing the band to his lips when a shadow dark- 
ened the French window, and a saber rattled wam- 
ingly. 

Count Marlanx looked up instantly, a scowl on bia 
face. Baldos stood at the window in an attitude of 

m 

alert attention. Beverly dréw her arm away spas- 
modically and took a step toward the window. The 
guard saw by her eyes that she was f rightened| bui^ 
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if his heart beat violently, bis face was the picture 
of mìlitary stoniness. 

*^ What are you doing there? " snarled the coimt. 

** Did your highness cali? " asked Baldos cooUy. 

** She did not cali, f ellow," said the count witU 
deadly menace in his voice. *^ Report to me in half 
aa hour. You stili have something to leam, I s«e." 
Beverly was alarmed by the threat in his tones. She 
saw what was in store f or Baldos, f or she knew qnite 
as well as Marlanx that the guard had deliberately 
intervened in ber behalf. 

" He cannot come in half an hour," she crìed 
quickly. " I have something f or bim to do, Count 
Marlanx. Besides, I think I did cali." Both men 
stared at ber. 

** My ears are excellent," said Marlanx stiffly. 

"I fancy Baldos's must be even better, for he 
heard me," said Beverly, herself once more. The 
sbadow of a smile crossed the face of the guard. 

" He is impertinent, insolent, your highness. You 
wìll report to me to-morrow, sir, at nine ©'clock in 
Coloncl Quinnox's quarters. Now, go ! " commanded 
the count. 

*^ Wait a minute, Baldos. We are going out, toc. 
Will you open that window for me? " Baldos gladly 
took it as a command and threw open the long French 
window. She gave bim a grateful glance as she 
stepped through, and he could scarcely conceal the 
gleam of joy that sbot into his own eyes. The dark 
scowl on the count's face made absolutely no impres- 



^- J 



164 BEVERLY OF 6BAUSTABK 

lion upon him. He dosed the wìndow and foUoweS 
ten paces behind the couple. 

^^Your guard is a prìoeleM treasure»'' said the 
eouBt grìmly. 

** That's what you said about the candlestick»'* taid 
■he sweetly. 

She was disturbed by hiB threat to reprimaiiil 
Baldo0. For some time ber mind had been strugglioi^ 
with what the count had said about ^^the lesson.^ 
It grew upon her that ber friend had been bullied 
and humiliated» perhaps in the presenoe of spectators. 
Resentment fired her curìosity into action. While the 
general was explaining one of the new gun-carriages 
to the countess, Beverly walked deliberately over to 
where Baldos was standing. Haddan's knowledge of 
English was exceedingly limited, and he could under* 
stand but little of the rapid conversation. Standing 
squarely in front of Bcddos, she questioned him in 
low tones. 

** What did he mean when he S€ud he had given you 
a lessonP " she demanded. His eyes gleamed merrily. 

" He meant to alarm your highness." 

" Didn't he give you a talking to? '* 

** He coached me in ethics." 

" You are evading the question, sir. Was he mean 
and nasty to you ? Teli me ; I want to know." 

" Well, he said things that a soldier must endure. 
A civilian or an equal might bave run him through 
for it, your highness." A flush rose to his checks 
and his lips quivered cver so slightly. But Beverly 
saw and understood. Her heart was in her eyes. 
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« That scttlcs iV she said rigidly. " You are 
noi to report to him ai nine to-morrow." 

*^But he wìll have me shot, yoiir highness," said 
he gladly. 

^^He wìll do nothing of the kind. You are my 
guard," and her eyes were gleaming dangerously. 
Th^i she rejoined the group, the members of which 
faad been watching her curiously. ** Count Mar- 
lanx," she said, wìth entrancing dimples, ^^will you 
report to me at nine to-morrow moming? '' 

" I have an appointment," he said slowly, but with 
understanding. 

** But you will break it, I am sure," she asserted 
confiidently. " I want to give you a lesson in — in 
lawn tennis." 

Later on, when the Victoria was well away from 
the fort, Dagmar took her companion to task for 
holding in public friendly discourse with a member 
of the guard» whoever he might be. 

" It is altogether contrary to custom, and ^^ 

but Beverly put her band over the criticai lips and 
smiled like a guilty child. 

" Now, don't scold/' she pleaded, and the countess 
could go no f urther. 

The following moming Count Marlanx reported 
at nine o'clock with much better grace than he had 
suspected himself capable of exercising. What she 
taught him of tennis on the royal courts» in the 
presence of an amused audience, was as nothing to 
what he leamed of strategy as it can be practiced 
bj a whimsical girl. Almost bef ore he knew it she 
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had won exemption f or BaldoB, that being the stai» 
f or the first set of singles. To his credit» the oounfc 
was game. He took the wager» knowing that he, in 
his ignorance, oouid not win f rom the Uithe young 
expert in petticoats. Then he offered to wager the 
brass candlestick against her braoelet. She consid- 
ered f or a moment and then» in a spirit of enthusi- 
asm, accepted the proposition. After ali, she coreted 
the candlestick. Half an hour later an orderly was 
riding to the f ort with instructions to return at 
once with Miss Calhoun's candlestick. It is on record 
that they were " love " sets, which goes to prove that 
Beverly took no chances. 

Coiint Marlanx, puffing and pcrspiring, his joints 
dismayed and his brain confused, rode away at noon 
with Baron Dangloss. Beverly, quite happy in her 
complete victory, enjoyed a nap of profound sweet- 
ness and then was ready f or her walk with the princess. 
They were strolling leisurely about the beautiful 
grounds, saf e in the shade of the trees f rom the heat 
of the July sun, when Baron Dangloss approached. 

" Your royal highness,'* he began, with his fierce 
smile, "may I beg a moment's audience?'* 

" It has to do with Baldos, TU take oath," said 
Beverly, with conviction. 

" Yes, with your guard. Yesterday he visited the 
fortress. He went in an officiai capacity, it is true, 
but he was prlvileged to study the secrets of our de- 
fense with alarming freedom. It would not surprise 
me to find that this stranger has leamed everything 
there is to know about the fort." His listeners were 
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tilent. The smiles lef t their f aces. ** I am noi say- 
ing that he would betray us " 

" No, no ! •' protested Beverly. 

" but he is in a position to give the most 

Taluable information to an enemy. An officer has 
just informed me that Baldos missed not a detail in 
regard to the armament, or the location of vital spots 
in the construction of the f ortress." 

^^ But he wouldn't be so base as to use his knowledge 
io our undoing," cried Yetive seriously. 

** We only know that he is not one of us. It is not 
beyond reason that his allegiance is to another power, 
Dawsbergen, for instance. Count Marlanx is not at 
ali in sympathy with him, you are aware. He is 
convinced that Baldos is a man of consequencc, possi- 
bly one of our bitterest enemies, and he hates him. 
For my own part, I may say that I like the man. 
I believe he is to be trusted, but if he be an agent 
of Volga or Gabriel, his opportunity has come. He 
is in a position to make accurate maps of the fort 
and of ali our masked fortifications along the city 
walls." Beyond a doubt, the baron was worried. 

" Neither am I one of you," said Beverly stoutly. 
** Why shouldn't I prove to be a traitress? " 

" You bave no quarrel with us. Miss Calhoun," said 
Dangloss. 

*^ If anything happens, then, I am to be Uamed for 
it,*' she cried in deep distress. *^I brought him to 
Edelweiss, and I believe in him." 

** For his own sake, your highness, and Miss Cal- 
houn, I suggest that no opportunity should be given 
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him io communicate with the outside worUL We 
cannot accuse him, of coune, bui we can proieci him. 
I come io ask your permiasion io have him detailed 
f or duty only in places where no suspidon can attach 
to any of his actions." 

^^ You mean inside the city walls? ^ asked Yetive. 

** Yesy your highness, and as far as possible f rom 
the fortress/' 

^^ I think it is a wise precaution. Don't be angry, 
Beverly 9" the princess said gently. ^^ It is for his 
own sake, you see. I am acting on the presumption 
that he is wholly innocent of any desire to betray us." 

^^ It would be easy for someone high in position to 
accuse and convict him/' said Dangloss meaningly. 

" And it would be just like someone, too," agreed 
Beverly, ber thoughts, with the others', going toward 
none but one man " high in power." 

Later in the day she called Baldos to her side as 
they were riding in the castle avenue. She was de* 
termined to try a little experiment of her own. 

** Baldos, what do you think of the fortress? '* she 
asked. 

" I could overthrow it after half an hour's bom- 
bardment, your highness," he answered, without 
thinking. She started violently. 

*^ Is it possible? Are there sotmany weak points? " 
she went on, catching her breath. 

" There are three vìtal points of weakness, your 
highness. The magaxine can be reached from the 
outside if one knows the lay of the land ; the parade- 
ground exposes the ammunition building to certain 
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disadvantagesy and the big guns could be silenced in 
an hour if an enemj had the sense first to bombard 
from the elevation northeast of the city." 

" Good heavens ! " gasped poor Beverly. ** Have 
you studied ali this out? " 

** I was once a real soldier, your highness," he said» 
simply. ^^ It was impossible f or me not to see the 
def ccts in your f ort." 

" You — you haven't told anyone of this, have 
jou? " she cried» white-faced and anxious. 

" No one but your highness. You do not employ 
me as a tale-bearer, I trust." 

" I did not mean to question your honor," she said. 
** Would you mind going bef ore the heads of the war 
(department and teli them just what you have told me? 
I mean about the weak spots." 

** If it is your command, your highness," he said 
quietly, but he was surprised. 

" You may expect to be summoned then, so hold 
yourself in readiness. And, Baldos " 

" Yes, your highness? " 

" You need say nothing to them of our having 
talked the matter over bef orehand — unless they pin 
you down to it, you knowJ 
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THE TESTINO OF BALDOS 

FEW hours later, ali was dark and 
silcnt within the castle. On the stone 
walks below, the steady tread of sentì- 
nels rose on the stili air; in the hall- 
ways the trusted guardsmen glided 
about like spcctres or stood like statues. 
An hour before the great edifice had been bright and 
full of animation ; now it slumbered. 

It was two o'clock. The breath of roses scented 
the air, the gurgle of fountains was the only music 
that touched the ear. Beverly Calhoun, dismissing 
Aunt Fanny, stepped from her window out upon the 
great stone balcony. A rich orientai dressing-gown, 
loose and comfortable, was her costume. Something 
told her that sleep would be a long time coming, and 
an hour in the warm, delightful atmosphere of the 
night was more attractive than the dose, sleepless 
siicnce of her own room. Every window along the 
balcony was dark, proving that the entire household 
had retired to rest. 

She was troubled. The fear had entered her head 
that the castle folk were regretting the advent of 
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BaldoSy that everyone was questicming the wisdom of 
his being in the posìtìon he occupied through her 
devices. Her talk with him did much to upset her 
tranquillity. That he knew so much of the f ortress 
bore out the subtle suspicions of Dangloss and per- 
haps others. She was troubled» not that she doubted 
him, but that if anjthing went wrong an accusation 
against him, however un just, would be difficult to 
overcome. And she would be to blame, in a large 
degree. 

For many minutes she sat in the dark shadow of a 
great pillcur, her elbows upon the cool balustrade, star- 
ìng dreamily into the star-studded vault above. Far 
away in the air she could see the tiny yellow lights 
of the monastery, lonely sentind on the mountain 
top. From the heìghts near that abode of peace and 
penitence an enemy could destroy the f ortress to the 
south. Had not Baldos told her so? One big gun 
would do the work if it could be taken to that alti- 
tude. Baldos could draw a perfect map of the for- 
tress. He could teli precisely where the shells should 
fall. And already the chief men in Edelweiss were 
wondering who he was and to what end he might 
utilize his knowledgc. They were watching him, 
they were waming her. 

For the first time slnce she came to the castle, she 
f elt a sensc of loneliness, a certain unhappiness. She 
could not shake off the feeling that she was, after ali, 
alone in her belief in Baldos. Her heart told her 
that the tali, straightforward fellow she had met in 
the hills was as honest as the day. She was deceiv- 
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ing him, she realized, bui he was mideading no one. 
Off in a diftant pari of the castle ground ahe oould 
»ee the long square shadow that marked the location 
of the bairacks and messroom. There he was deep- 
ing, confidently belieying in her and her power to 
save him f rom ali harm. Something in her soul cried 
out to him that she would be staunch and true, and 
that he might sleep without a tremor of apprehensive- 
ness. 

Suddenly she smiled nervously and drew back into 
the shadow of the pillar. It occurred to her that he 
might be looking across the moon-lit park, looking 
dircctly at her through ali that shadowy distance. 
She was conscìous of a strange glow in her cheeks and 
a qnickening of the blood as she pulled the f oids of 
her gown across her bare throat. 

" Not the moon, nor the stars, nor the light in St. 
Valentine's, but the black thing away off there on 
the earthy" said a soft voice behind her, and Beverly 
started as if the supematural had approached her. 
She tumed to face the princess, who stood almost 
at her side. 

"Yetive! How did you get bere?" 

" Thkt is what you are looking at, dear," went on 
Yetlve,' as if completing her charge. " Why are you 
notinbed?" 

" And you? I thought you were sound asleep long 
ago," murmured Beverly, abominating the guilty 
feeling that carne over her. The princess threw her 
arm about Beverly's shoulder. 

** I bave been watching you f or half an hour,** 
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the said gently. ^ Can^t two lock at the moon and 
stan as weU as one? Isn't it my grim <dd castle? 
Lei OS sii bere together, dear, and dream awhile.*' 

**Yoa dear Yetìve,** and Beverly drew her down 
beside her on the cushions. ^ But, listen: I want 
yoa to gei something out of your head. I was noi 
looking at anything in particular/' 

** Beverly, I believe you were thinking of Baldos,'' 
said the other, her fingers straying fondly across the 
girl's soft hair. 

*^ Ridicnlous ! " said Beverly, conscious f or the first 
time that he was seldom out of her thoughts. The 
realization carne like a blow, and her eyes grew very 
wide out there in the darkness. 

" And you are troubled on bis account. I know 
it, dear. You " 

"WeU, Yetive, why shouldn't I be worrìed? I 
brought him bere against bis will," protested Beverly. 

" If anything should happen to him " she shud- 

dered involuntarily. 

" Don't be af raid, Beverly. I have as much con- 
fidence in him as you bave. His eyes are true. Gren- 
fall believes in him, too, and so does Mr. Anguish. 
Gren says he would swear by him, no matter who 
he is." 

"But the others?*' Beverly whispered. 

"Baron Dangloss is his friend, and so is Quin* 
nox. Thcy know a man. The count is differcnt.** 

" I loathe that old wretch! " 

** Hush! He has not wronged you in any way.** 

^ But he has been unf air and mean to Baldos.'' 
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*^ It is a soldier's lot, my dear." 

** But he inay be Prince Danian or Frederic or 
the other one, don't you know," argued Beverly, 
denchìng her hands firmly. 

*^ In that event, he would be an honorable soldier, 
and we have nothìng io f ear in him. Neither of them 
ìB our enemy. It is the poBsibility that he is not one 
of thcm that makes his presence bere look dangerous." 

** I don't want to talk about him," said Beverly, 
but shc was disappointed when the prìncess oblig* 
ingly changed the subject. 

Baldos was not surprised, scarcely more tìian inter^ 
ested, when a day or two later, he was summoned to 
appcar before the board of strategy. If anyone had 
told him, however, that on a recent night a pair of 
dreamy gray eyes had tried to find his window in the 
great black shadow, he might have jumped in amaze- 
ment and — delight. For at that very hour he was 
looking off toward the castlc, and his thoughts were of 
the girl who drew back into the shadow of the pillar. 

The Graustark ministry had receivcd news from 
the southern frontier, Messengers carne in with the 
alarming and significant report that Dawsbergen was 
strengthening her fortifications in the passes and 
moving war supplies northward. It meant that 
Gabriel and his people expected a fight and were pre- 
paring for it. Count Halfont hastily called the 
ministers together, and Lorry and the princess took 
part in their dcliberations. Greneral Marlanx repre- 
sented the army; and it was he who finally asked to 
have Baldos brought before the council. The Iron 
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Count plainly intimateci that the new guard was in 
a position to transmit valuable information to the. 
enemy. Colonel Quinnox sent for hìm, and Baldos 
was soon standing in the presence of Yetive and her 
advisers. He looked about him with a singular smile. 
The one whom he was supposed to regard as the 
princess was not in the council chamber. Lorry 
opened the examination at the request of Count Hal- 
f onty the premier. Baldos quietly answered the ques- 
tions concerning his present position, his age, his term 
of enlistment, and his interpretations of the obliga- 
tions required of him. 

"Ask him who he really is," suggested the Iron 
Count sarcastically. 

" We can expect but one answer to that question," 
said Lorry, " and that is the one which he chooses 
to give." 

" M y name is Baldos — Paul Baldos,'' said the 
guard, but he said it in such a way that no one could 
mistake his appreciation of the fact that he could 
give one name as well as another and stili serve his 
own purposes. 

" That is lie number one," observed Marlanx loudly. 
Every eye was tumed upon Baldos, but his face did 
not lose its half-mocking expression of serenity. 

" Proceed with the examination, Mr. Lorry," said 
Count Halfont, interpreting a quick glance from 
Yetive. 

" Are you wiUing to answer any and ali questiona 
we may ask in connection with your observations since 
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you became a member of the casUe goard? ^ aaked 

Lorry. 

" I am.'' 

*^ Did you take especial care to study the interior 
of the f ortress when you were there several days 
ago?" 

"I did.'* 

^^ Have you discussed your obsenrations with any* 
one since that time? " 

" I have." 

"Withwhom?" 

^^With her highness, the prìncess," said Baldos, 
without a quiver. There was a moment's silence» and 
furtive looks were cast in the direction of Yetive, 
whose face was a study. Ahnost instantaneously the 
entire body of listeners understood that he ref erred 
to Beverly Calhoun. Baldos felt that he had been 
Bummoned before the board at the instigation of bis 
fair protectress. 

** And your impressions have gone no further? " 

** They have not, sir, It was most confidential." 

** Could you accurately reproduce the plans of the 
fortress?" 

" I think so. It would be very simple." 

" Have you studied engineering? " 

" Yes." 

**And you could scientifically enumerate the de- 
fects in the construction of the fort? " 

" It would not be very difficult, sir." 

** It has come to our ears that ycftì consider the f or- 
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tress weak in several particulars. Have you so stated 
at any time?" 

" I told the princess that the fortress is deplorably 
weak. In fact, I think I mentioned that it could be 
taken with ease." He was not lookìng at Count Mar- 
lanx, but he knew that the old man's eyes were flam- 
ing. Then he proceeded to teli the board how he 
could overcome the fortress, elaborating on bis re- 
marks to Beverly. The ministers listened in won- 
der to the words of this C£Jm, indifferent yoiing man. 

" WiU you oblige us by making a rough draf t of 
the fort's interior?" asked Lorry, after a solemn 
pause. Baldos took the paper and in remarkably 
quick time drew the exact lay of the fortress. The 
sketch went the rounds and apprehensive looks were 
exchanged by the ministers. 

" It is accurate, by Jove," exclaimed Lorry. " I 
doubt if a dwcller in the fort could do better. You 
must have been very observing." 

" And very much interested,'* snarled Marlanx. 

" Only so far as I imagined my observations might 
be of benefit to someone else," said Baldos coolly. 
Again the silence was like death. 

" Do you know what you are saying, Baldos? " 
asked Lorry, after a moment. 

" Certainly, Mr. Lorry. It is the duty of any 
servant of ber highness to give ber ali that he has in 
him. If my observations can be of help to ber, I 
feel in duty bound to make the best of them for 
ber sake, not for my own." 

Ferhaps you can suggest modifications in the 
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fort,** snarled Marlany, ^Why dim't yoa do iV 
sir, and lei ub bave the benefit of yonr superìor intelli- 
gence? No, gentlemen» ali this prating of loyalty 
need not deoeive us,^ he cried, springing to bis f eet. 
** The f ellow is nothing more nor less than an inf emal 
spy — and the Tower is the place f or hìm ! He can 
do no harm there.** 

^ If it were my intention to do harm, gentlemen» 
do you imagine that I should withhold my inf orma- 
tion for days?" asked Baldos. *^If I am a spy, 
you may rest assnred that Count Marlanx's kindnesses 
should not have been so long disregarded. A spy does 
not bclieve in dclays." 

** My — my kindnesscs? " cried Marlanx. " What 
do you mean, sir? " 

** I mean this, Count Marlanx," said Baldos, look- 
ing steadily into the eyes of the head of the army. 
** It was kind and considerate of you to admìt me 
to the fortress — no matter in what capacity, espe- 
cially at a criticai time like this. You did not know 
me, you had no way of telling whether my intentions 
were honest or otherwise, and yet I was permitted to 
go through the f ort f rom end to end. No spy could 
wish for greater gencrosity than that.'* 

An almost imperceptible smile went round the table, 
and cvery Hstener but one breathed more freely. 
The candor and boldness of the guard won the respect 
and confidence of ali except Marlanx. The Iron 
Count was white with anger. He took the examina- 
tion out of Lorry's hands, and pHed the stranger with 
insulting questions, each cairn answcr making bim 
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'more furious than before. At last, in sheer im- 
potence, he relapsed into silcncc, waving bis hand 
to Lorry io indicate that he might resumé. 

** You wiU understandy Baldos, that we have some 
cause f or apprehension,'* said Lorry, immensely grati- 
fied by the outcome of the tilt. " You are a stranger; 
and, whether you admit it or not, there is reason to 
believe that you are not what you represent yourself 
to he.'» 

" I am a humble guard at present, sir, and a loyal 
one. My life is yours should I prove otherwise." 

Yetive whispercd something in Lorry's ear at this 
juncture. She was visibly pleased and excited. He 
looked doubtful for an instant, and then apparently 
followed her suggestion, regardless of consequences. 

" Would you he wiUing to utilize your knowledge. 
as an engineer by suggesting means to strengthen 
the f ortress ? " The others stared in f resh amaze- 
ment. Marlanx went as white as death. 

" Never ! " he blurted out hoarsely. 

" I will do anything the princess commands me 
to do," said Baldos easily. 

" You mean that you serve ber only ? " 

" I serve her first, sir. If she were bere she couid 
command me to die, and there would be an end to 
Baldos," and he smiled as he said it. The real prin- 
cess looked at him witli a new, eager expression, as if 
something had just become clear to her. There was 
a chorus of coughs and a round of sly looks. 

" She could hardly ask you to die," said Yetire, 
«ddressing him for the first time. 



180 BEVERLY OV 6RAUSTARK 



tt 



A prinoess is like Aprii weather, madam," saiS 
Baldofi, with rare humor» and the laugh was generaL 
Yetive resolved to talk prìvately with this excellent 
wit bef ore the hour was over. She was oonfident that 
he knew her to be the princess. 

** I would like to ask the f ellow another question,** 
said Marlanx, fingering his sword-hilt nervously* 
** You say you serve the princess. Do you mean by 
that that you imagine your duties as a soldier to com- 
prise dancing polite attendance within the securìty 
of these walls?" 

^^ I believe I enlisted as a member of the castle 
guard, sir. The duty of the guard is to protect the 
person of the niler of Graustark, and to do that to 
the death." 

" It is my belief that you are a spy. You can show 
evidence of good faith by enlisting to fighi against 
Dawsbergen and by shooting to kill," said the count^ 
with a sinister gleam in his eye. 

**And if I decline to serve in any other capacity 
than the one I now " 

" Then I shall brand you as a spy and a coward.'* 

" You bave already callcd me a spy, your excel- 
lency. It wiU not make it trae, let me add, if you 
cali me a coward. I refuse to take up arms against 
either Dawsbergen or Axphain." 

The remark created a profound sensation. 

" Then you are employed by both instead of one ! '* 
shouted the Iron Count gleef ully. 

" I am employed as a guard f or her royal high- 
ness," said Baldos, with a square glance at Yetive, 
•* and not as a fighter in the ranks. I wiU fight till 
death f or her, but not f or Graustark.** 
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Y Jove, I like that fellow's coolness," 
saìd Lorry io Harry Anguish, after 
the meeting. "He's after my own 
heart* Why, he treats us as though 
we were the suppliants, he the ahns- 
giver. He is playing a game, FU 
admit, but he does it with an assurance that delights 
me.'' 

^* He is right about that damed old f ort," said 
Anguish. *^HÌ8 knowledge of such things proves 
conclusively that he is no ordinary person." 

" Yetive had a bit of a talk with him just now,** 
said Lorry, with a reflective smile. ^^ She asked him 
point blank if he knew who she was. He did not 
hesitate a second. * I remember seeing you in the 
audience chamber recently.' That was a facer for 
Yetive. ^ I assure you that it was no fault of mine 
that you saw me,' she replied. * Then it must bave 
been your friend who rustled the curtains? * said the 
confounded bluffer. Yetive couldn't keep a straight 
face. She laughed and then he laughed. ^ Some 
day you may leam more about me,' she said to him« 
^I sincerely trust that I may, madam,' said he, and 
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ni bet my hat he was enjoying it better than eitlier 
of US. Of ooune, he knows Yetire ìs the prinoess. 
It's hÌ8 inteiition to serve Beverly Calhoun, and he 
couldn't do it if he were to confess that he knows 
the tnith. He's no f ooL** 

Baldofi was not long in preparing plans for the 
changes in the fortress. They embodied a tempo- 
rary readjustment of the armament and alterations 
in the ammunition house. The gate leading to the 
river was dosed and the refuse from the fort was 
taken to the barges by way of the main entranoe* 
There were other changes suggested for immediata 
oonsideratìon, and then there was a general pian for 
the modemizing of the fortress at some more con- 
venient time. Baldos laconìcaUy observed that the 
equipment was years bchind the times. To the 
amazement of the officials, he was able to talk intelli- 
gently of forts in ali parts of the world« revealing 
a wide and thorough knowledge and extensive inspec- 
tion. He had seen American as well as European 
fortifications. The Graustark engineers wcnt to 
work at once to perf ect the simple changes he advised, 
leaving no stone untumcd to strengthcn the place 
before an attack could he made. 

Two, three weeks went by and the new guard was 
becoming an old story to the castle and army folk. 
He rode with Beverly every fair day and he looked 
at her window by night from afar off in the sombre 
barracks. She could not dissipate the feeling that he 
knew her to be other than the princess, although he 
betraypfl himself by no word or sign. She was en- 



ON THE WAY TO ST. VALENTINE'S 188 

joying the fun of it too intensely to expose it to 
the risk of destruction by revealing her true identity 
to him. Logically, that would mean the end of 
everything. No doubt he f elt the same and kept his 
coiinsel. But the game could not last forever, that 
was certain. A month or two more, and Beverly 
would have to think of the return to Washington. 

His courage, his cool impudence, his subtle wit 
charmed her more than she could express. Now she 
was beginning to study him f rom a standpoint pecul- 
iarly and selfìshly her own. Where recently she had 
sung his praises to Yetive and others, she now was 
strangely reticent. She was to understand another 
day why this change had come over her. Stories 
of his clevemess carne to her ears from Lorry and 
Anguish and even from Dangloss. She was proud, 
vastly proud of him in these days. The Iron Count 
alone discredited the ability and the conscientiousness 
of the " mountebank," as he named the man who had 
put his nose out of joint. Beverly, seeing much of 
Marlanx, made the mistake of chiding him frankly 
and gaily about this aversion. She even argued 
the guard's case before the head of the army, im- 
prudcntly pointing out many of his superior quali- 
ties in advocating his cause. The count was leam- 
ing forbearance in his old age. He saw the wisdom 
of procrastination. Baldos was in favor, but some 
day there would come a time for his undoing. 

In the barracks he was acquiring fame. Reports 
went forth with unbiased freedom. He established 
himself as the bert swordsman in the service, as well 
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as the most efficient marlumaii. With the foili and 
sabers he easily vanquìshed the foremost f enoen in 
high and low drcles. He could rìde like a Cossack 
or like an Amerìcan cowboy. Of them ali, his warm- 
est adinirer was Haddan, the man set to watch him 
for the secret service. It may be timely to state 
that Haddan watched in vain. 

The princessy humorìng ber own f ancy as well as 
Beverly's foibles, took to rìding with ber high-spir- 
ited young guest on many a little jaiint to the hills. 
She usually rode with Lorry or Anguish, cheerfully 
assnming the subdued position befitting a lady-in*» 
waiting apparently rcstored to favor on proba- 
tion. She enjoyed Beverly's unique position. In 
order to maintain ber attitude as princess, the fair 
young deceiver was obligcd to pose in the extremely 
delectable attitude of being Lorry's wife. 

" How can you expect the paragon to make love 
to you, dear, if he thinks you are another man's 
wife? '* Yetive asked, ber blue eyes beaming with the 
f un of it ali. 

"Pooh!'* sniffed Beverly. "You bave only to 
consult history to find the excuse. It's the dear old 
habit of men to make love to queens and get beheaded 
for it. Besides, he is not expected to make love to 
me. How in the world did you get that into your 
head?'' 

On a day soon after the return of Lorry and An- 
guish from a trip to the frontier, Beverly expressed 
a desire to visit the monastery of St. Valentine, high 
on the mountain top. It was a long ride over the 
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circuitous route by which the steep incline was avoided 
and it was necessary f or the party to make an early^ 
start. Yetive rode wìth Harry Anguish and his wif e 
the countess, while Beverly's companion was the gal* 
lant Colonel Quinnox. Baldos, relegated to the back* 
ground, brought up the rear with Haddan. 

For a week or more Beverly had been behaving 
toward Baldos in the most cavalier fashion. Her 
f riends had been teasing her ; and, to her own intense 
amazement, she resented it. The fact that she f elt 
the sting of their sly taunts was sufficient to arouse 
in her the distressing conviction that he had become 
important enough to prove embarrassing. While 
conf essing to herself that it was a bit treacherous and 
weak, she proceeded to ignore Baldos with astonish- 
ing persistency. Apart from the teasing, it seemcd 
to her of late that he was growing a shade too confi- 
dent. 

He occasionally forgot his diifcrential air, and 
relaxed into a very pleasing but highly reprehensible 
state of friendliness. A touch of the old jauntinesa 
cropped out here and there, a tinge of the old irony 
marred his otherwise pcrf ect nuen as a soldier. His 
laugh was freer, his eyes Icss under subjugation, his 
entire personality more arrogane It was time» 
thought she resentf ully, that his temerity should meet 
some sort of check. 

And, moreover, she had dreamed of him two nights 
in succession. 

How well her pian Meoeeded may best be ilhis- 
trated by sayìag iiiat sIm now was in a most mcom- 
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f ortaUe f rame of mincL Baldos ref used io be prop* 
erly depressed by bis misf ortune. He retired io the 
obliyion she provided and seemed disagreeably con- 
tent. Apparently, it made very little difference io 
him whether be was in or out of favor. Beverly 
was in high dudgeon and low spirits. 

The party rode f orth at an early bour in the mom- 
ing. It was hot in the city, but it looked cold and 
bleak on the heights. Comf ortable wraps were taken 
along, and provision was made for luncheon at an 
inn half way up the slope. Quinnox regaled Beverly 
with stories in which Grenf ali Lorry was the hero and 
Yetive the heroine. He told ber of the days when 
Lorry, a fugitive with a price upon bis head, charged 
with the assassination of Prince Lorenz, then be- 
trothed to the princess, lay hidden in the monastery 
while Yetlve's own soldiers hiinted high and low for 
him. The narrator dwelt glowingly upon the trip 
from the monastery to the city walls one dark night 
when Lorry carne down to surrender himself in order 
to shield the woman he loved, and Quinnox himself 
piloted him through the underground passage into 
the very beart of the castle. Then came the excit- 
ing scene in which Lorry presented himself as a 
prisoner, with the denouement that saved the princess 
and won for the gallant American the desire of bis 
heart. 

** What a brave f ellow be was ! *• cried Beverly, wbo 
never tired of hearing the romantic story. 

*^ Ah, be was wonderf ul. Miss Calhoun. I f ought 
him to keep him from surrendering. He beat me^ 
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and I was virtually hìs prisoner when we appeared 
before the tribunal." 

^'It's no wonder she loved hìm and — married 

^^ He deserved the best that lif e could give, Miss 
Calhoun.'' 

^' You had better not cali me Miss Ccdhoun, Colonel 
Qninnox," said she, looking back apprehensivelj. ** I 
am a highness once in a while, don't you know? '' 

^* I implore your highness's pardon ! " said he 
gaily. 

The riders ahead had come to a standstill and were 
pointing off into the pass to their right. They were 
eight or ten miles f rom the city gates and more than 
half way up the winding road that ended at the mon- 
astery gates. Beverly and Quinnox came up with 
thcm and f ound ali eyes centered on a small company 
of men encamped in the rocky defile a hundred yards 
from the main road. 

It needed but a glance to teli her who comprised 
the unusual company. The very raggedness of their 
garments, the unforgetable disregard for conse- 
quences, the impudent ease with which they faced 
poverty and wealth alike, belonged to but one set of 
men — the vagabonds of the Hawk and Raven. Bev- 
erly went a shade whiter; her interest in everything 
else flagged) and she was lost in bewilderment. What 
freak of forttme had sent these men out of the fast- 
nesses into this dangerously open place? 

She recognized the ascetic Ravone, with his sta- 
dent's face and beggar's garb. Old Franz was theres 
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and so were others wbose tìfjkB and heterogeneous gar* 
ments had become so f amiliar to ber in another day. 
The tali leader with the red feather, the rakish hat 
and the black patch alone was missing f rom the pie- 
ture. 

^^It's the strangest-looldng crew Fre ever seen,*^ 
said Anguifih. *^ They look like pirates.'^ 

" Or gypsies," suggested Yetive. ** Who are they, 
Colonel Quinnox? What are they doing bere?'* 
Quinnox was surveying the vagabonds with a criticai, 
suspicious eye. 

" They are not robbers or they would be off like 
rabbits," he said reflectively. " Your highness, there 
are many roving bands in the hills, but I conf ess that 
these men are unlike any I bave heard about. With 
your permissione I wiU ride down and question them.'* 

" Do, Quinnox. I am most curious.'* 

Beverly sat very stili and tense. She was afraid 
to look at Baldos, who rode up as Quinnox started 
into the narrow defile, calling to the escort to fol- 
low. The keen eyes of the guard caught the situ- 
ation at once. Miss Calhoun shot a quick glance at 
him as he rode up beside ber. His face was im- 
passivc, but she could see bis band clench the bridle- 
rein, and there was an air of restraint in his whole 
hearing. 

" Remember your promise," he whispered hoarsely. 
** No harm must come to them." Then he was off 
into the defile. Anguish was not to be left behind. 
He followed, and then Beverly, more venturesome and 
vastly more interested than the others, rode recklessly 
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after. Quinnox was questìonìng the laconic Ravone 
when she drew rein. The vagabonds seemed to evince 
but little interest in the proceedings. They stood 
away in disdainful aloofness. No sign of recogni- 
tion passed between them and Baldos. 

In broken, jerkj sentences, Ravone explained to 
the colonel that they were a party of actors on their 
way to Edelweiss, but that they had been advised to 
give the place a wide berth. Now they were making 
the best of a hard joumey to Serros, where they 
expected but little better success. He produced cer- 
tain papers of identification which Quinnox examined 
and approved, much to Beverly's secret amazemeni. 
The princess and the colonel exchanged glances and 
afterwards a few words in subdued tones. Yetivc 
looked furtively at Beverly and then at Baldos as if 
to enquire whether these men were the goat-hunters 
she had come to know by word of mouth. The two 
faces were hopelessly non-committal. 

Suddenly Baldos's borse reared and began to 
plunge as if in terror, so that the rider kept bis seat 
only by means of adept horsemanship. Ravone 
leaped forward and at the risk of in jury clutched the 
plunging steed by the bit. Together they partially 
subdued the animai and Baldos swung to the ground 
at Ravone's side. Miss Calhoun's borse in the mean- 
time had caught the fever. He pranced off to the 
roadside bef ore she could get him under control. 

She was thus in a position to observe the two men 
on the ground. Shieldcd from view by the body of 
the horse^ they were able to put the finishing touches 
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io the trick Baldos had deverly worked. Beverly 
distinctly saw the guard and the beggar exchange 
bits of paper, wìth glances that meant more than the 
words they were unable to utter. 

Baldos pressed into Ravone's band a note of some 
bulk and received in exchange a mere slip of paper. 
The papers disappeared as if by magic, and the guard 
was remounting bis borse before he saw that the act 
had becn detected. The expression of pain and des- 
pair in Beverly's face scnt a cold chili over him from 
head to f oot. 

She turned sick with apprehension. Her faith had 
received a stunning blow. Mutely she watched the 
vagabonds withdraw in peace, free to go where they 
pleased. The excursionists tumed to the main road. 
Baldos foli back to his accustomed place, bis implor- 
ìng look wfitóted. She was strangely, inexplicably 
depressed f or the rest of the da£. 
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HE was tom by conflictlng emotions. 
That the two friends had surrep- 
titiously exchanged messages, doubt^ 
less by an arrangement perf ected since 
he had entered the service — possibly 
.within the week — could not be dis- 
puted. When and how had they planned the 
accìdental meeting? What had been their method 
of communication? And, above ali, what were the 
contents of the messages exchanged? Were they 
of a purely personal nature, or did they compre- 
hend in jury to the principality of Graustark? 
Beverly could not, in her heart, feel that Baldos waa 
doing anything inimicai to the country he served, and 
yet her duty and loyalty to Yetive made it impera- 
tive that the transaction should be reported at once. 
A word to Quinnox and Ravone would be seized and 
searched for the mysterious paper. This, however, 
looked utterly unreasonable, for the vagabonda were 
armed and in force, while Yetive was accompanied by 
but three men who could be depended upon. Baldos, 
under the conditions, was not to be reckoned upon for 
Bupport. On the other band, If he meant no harm^ 
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it would be cniel, even fatai, io expose hìm io thia 
charge of duplicity. And while she tumed these 
troublesome altematives over in ber mind, the oppor- 
tunity to act waa losL Ravone and bis men were 
gone, and tbe barm, if any was intended» was done. 

From time to tìme sbe glanced back at tbe guard* 
His face was imperturbable, even spbinx-like in its 
ateadiness. Sbe decided to bold bim personally to 
account. At tbe earliest available moment sbe would 
demand an explanation of bis conduct, tbreatening 
bim if necessary. If be proved obdurate tbere was 
but one course left open to ber. Sbe would deliver 
bim up to tbe justice be bad outraged. Hour after 
bour went by, and Beverly suffered more than sbe 
could bave told. The damage was done, and the 
chance to undo it was slìpping f arther and f arther out 
of ber grasp. She began to look upon herself as the 
vilest of traitors. There was no silver among the 
clouds that marred ber thoughts that aftemoon. 

It was late in the day when the party returned to 
the castle, tired out. Beverly was the only one who 
had no longing to seek repose after the fatiguing 
trip. Her mind was full of imrest. It was neces- 
sary to question Baldos at once. There could be no 
peace for her until she Icamed the truth from bim. 
The strain became so great that at last she sent word 
for him to attend her in the park. He was to accom- 
pany the men who carried the sedan chair in whIcK 
she had leamed to sit with a delightf ul feeling of 
being in the eighteenth century. 

In a far corner of the grounds, now gray in the 
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early 3usk, Beverly bade the bearers io set down ber. 
chair and leave ber in quìet for a few minutes. Tbe 
two men wìtbdrew to a respectful distance, wbere- 
upon sbe called Baldos to ber side. Her face waa 
flusbed witb anxìety. 

*^ You must teli me tbe trutb about tbat transaction 
witb Ravone," sbe said, coming straigbt to tbe point. 

'^I was expecting tbis, your bigbness," said be 
quietly. Tbe sbadows of nigbt were f alling, but sbe 
could distingnisb tbe look of anxiety in bis dark eye8« 

**Well?" sbe insisted impatiently. 

** You saw tbe notes excbanged? '* 

** Yes, yes, and I command you to teli me wbat tbcy^ 
oontained. It was tbe most daring tbing I ** 

" You bigbness, I cannot teli you wbat passed be- 
tween us, It would be treacberous,'* be said firmly. 
Beverly gasped in sbeer amazement. 

" Treacherous? Grood beaven, sir, to whom do you 
owe allegiance — to me or to Ravone and tbat band 
of tramps?» she cried, with eyes afire. 

** To botb, your bigbness," be answered so f airly 
tbat sbe was for tbe moment abasbed. ^' I am loyal 
to you — loyal to tbe beart's core, and yet I am loyal 
to tbat unbappy band of trconps, as you cboose to 
cali tbem* Tbey are my f riends. You are only my; 
sovereign.'* 

"And you won't teli me wbat passed between 
you? '' sbe said, angered by tbis epigrammatic remark. 

" I cannot and be true to myself ." 
" Ob, you are a glorious soldier," sbe exdaimecl, 
[pitb fieroe sarcasm in ber voice. "You speak o£ 
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being txue ! I surpriBe you in the very act of 
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Siajf your highness ! " he said ooldly • ** You are 
about io cali me a spy and a traitor. Spare me, I 
ìmplore you, that humiliation. I have swom to serve 
you f aithf ully and loyally. I have not deceived you, 
and I shall noi. Paul Baldos has wronged no man, 
no woman. What passed between Rayone and myself 
conoems us only. It had nothing to do with the af- 
f airs of Graustark." 

** Of course you would say that, You wouldn't 
he f ool enough to teli the truth," cried she hotly. '* I 
am the f ool ! I have trusted you and if anythìng goes 
wrong I alone am to blame f or exposing poor Grau- 
stark to danger. Oh, why didn't I cry out this after- 
noon?" 

** I knew you would not," he said, with cool uncon- 
cem. 

"Insolence! What do you mean By that?'* she 
cried in conf usìon. 

" In your heart you knew I was doing no wrong. 
You shielded me then as you bave shielded me f rom 
the beginning/* 

** I don't see why I sit bere and let you talk to me 
Eke that,'* she said, feeling the symptoms of col- 
lapse. "You bave not been fair with me, Baldos. 
You are laughing at me now and calling me a witless 
little fool. You — you did something to-day that 
sbakes my f aith to the very bottom. I never can 
trust you again. Good heaven, I hate to confess 
lo — to everyone that you are not honesL** 

**Your highness!" he implored, ooming dose to 
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the chair and bending over her. '^Before Grod, I 
am honest with you. Believe me when I say that I 
haye done nothing io injure Graustark. I cannot teli 
you what it was that passed between Ravone and me, 
but I swear on my soul that I have not been disloyal 
to my oath. Won't you trust me? Won't you be- 
Ueve?" His breath was fannìng her ear, his voice 
was qager ; she could f eel the intensity of his ey es. 

" Oh, I don't — don't know what to say to you,'' 
she murmured. " I have been so wrought up with 
fear and disappointment. You'U admit that it was 
very suspicious, won't you? '' she cried, ahnost plead- 

ingly- 

**Yes, yes," he answered. His hand touched her 
arm, perhaps unconsciously. She threw back her 
head to give him a look of rebuke. Their eyes met, 
and after a moment both were full of pleculing. Her 
lips parted, but the words would not come. She was 
afterwards more than thankful for this, because his 
eyes impelled her to give voice to amazing things that 
suddenly rushed to her head. 

" I want to believe you," she whispered softly. 

" You must — you do ! I would give you my lif e, 
You have it now. It is in your keeping, and with it 
my honor. Trust me, I beseech you. I have trusted 
you." 

" I brought you bere " she began, def ending 

him involuntarily. "But, Baldos, you forget that 
I am the princess ! " She drew away in sudden shy- 
ness, her cheeks rosy once more, her eyes filling with 
the most distressingly unreasonable tears. He did not 
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move f or what seemed houn io her. She heard th« 
sharp catch of his breath and f eli the repreasion that 
was mastering some unwelcome emotion in him. 

Lights were sprìnging into exìstence in ali parti 
of the park* Beverly saw the solitary window in the 
monastery far away, and her eyes fastcned on it ai 
if f or sustenance in this crisis of her lif e — this mo- 
ment of snrprise — this moment when she felt him 
laying hands upon the heart she had not suspected 
of treason. Twilight was upon them; the sun had 
set and night was nishing up to lend imf air advan- 
tage to the f orces against which they were stnig- 
gUng. The orchestra in the castle was playing some- 
thing soft and tender — oh, so far away. 

**I forget that I am a slave, your highncss," he 
said at last, and his voice thrilled her through and 
through. She tumed qnickly and to her utter dis- 
may f ound his face and eyes stili dose to hers, glow- 
ing in the darkness. 

" Those men — over there," she whispered helpless- 
ly. " They are looking at you ! " 

" Now, I thank God etemally," he cried softly. 
** You do not punish me, you do not rebuke me. God, 
there is no night ! " 

" You — you must not talk like that," she cried, 
pulling hcrself togetlier suddenly. " I cannot permit 
it, Baldos. You forget who you are, sir.*' 

" Ah, yes, your highness," he said, bef ore he stood 
erect. " I forget that I was a suspected traitor. 
Now I am guilty of lèse majesté.** Beverly felt her- 
self grow hot with conf usion. 
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" What am I io do with you? " she cried in per- 
plexity, ber heart beating shamef uUy. ** You swear 
you are honest, and yet you won't teli me the truth. 
Now, don't stand like that! You are as straight 
sa a ramrod, and I know your dignity is terribly 
offended. I may be f oolisk, but I do believe you in- 
tend no harm to Graustark. You cam/not be a 
traitor." 

" I wiU some day give my life to repay you for 
those words, your highness," he said. Her band was 
resting on the side of the chair. Something warm 
touched it, and then it was lifted resistlessly. Hot, 
passionate lips bumed themselves into the white fin- 
gers, and a glow went into every fiber of her body. 

" Oh! " was ali she could say. He gently released 
the band and threw up bis chin resolutely. 

" I am cUmost ready to die," he said. She laughed 
for the first time since they entered the park. 

" I don't know how to treat you," she said in a 
helpless flutter. " You know a princess has many^ 
trials in life." 

" Not the least of which is womanhood." 

" Baldos," she said after a long pause. Something 
yery disagrceable had just rushed into her brain. 
" Have you been f orgetting ali this time that the 
Princess Yetive is the wife of Grenfall Lorry?" 

" It has never left my mind for an instant. From 
the bottom of my heart I congratulate him. His 
wife is an angel as well as a princess." 

" Well, in the code of morals, is it quite proper to 
be so loycil to another man's wife? " she asked, and 
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then 8ke trembled. He was supposed io know ber m 
the wife of Grenfall Lorry, and jret he had boldlj; 
shown his love f or her. 

^^ li depends altogether on the other man's wif e,'^ 
he said, and she looked up quickly. It was too dark 
to see his face, but something told her to press the 
point no further. Deep down in her heart she was 
beginning to rejoice in the belief that he had found 
her out. If he stili believed her to be the real prin- 
cess, then he was — but the subject of conversation, 
at least, had to be changed. 

" You say your message to Ravone was of a purelji 
personal nature/' she said. 

" Yes, your highness." She did not Hke the way 
in which he said " your highness." It sounded as if 
he meant it. 

" How did you know that you were to see him 
to-day?" 

"We bave waited for this opportunity since last 
week. Franz was in the castle grounds last Thurs- 
day." 

" Grood heayens ! You don't mean it ! *' 

"Yes, your highness. He carried a message to 
me f rom Ravone. That is why Ravone and the others 
waited for me in the hills." 

" You amaze me ! " 

**I bave seen Franz often,** he confessed easily. 
** He is an excellent messenger.'* 

** So it would seem. We must keep a lookout for 
him. He is the go-between for you ali, I see." 

"Did you leam to say *you all' in America?'* 
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he asked. Her heart gave a great leap. There was 
•omething so subtle in the query that she was yastly 
relieved. 

" Never mind about that, sir. You won't teli me 
what you said in your note to Ravone." 

" I cannot." 

" Well, he gave you one in return. If you are per- 
fectly sincere, Baldos, you will hand that note over 
to me. It shall go no farther, I swear to you, if , as 
you vow, it does not jeopardize Graustark. Now, 
sir, prove your loyalty and your honesty." 

He hesitated f or a long time. Then from an inner 
pocket he drew f orth a bit of paper. 

" I don't see why it has not been destroyed," he 
said regretf ully. " What a neglectful f ool I have 
been ! " 

" You might have said it had been destroyed,'* «he 
said, happy because he had not said it. 

" But that would have been a lie. Read it, your 
highness, and return it to me. It must be destroyed.'* 

** It is too dark to read it here." Without a word 
he handed the paper to her and called the chair bear- 
ers, to whom he gave instructions that brought her 
speedily beneath one of the park lamps. She after- 
wards recalled the guilty impulse which forced her 
to sit on the teli-tale note while the men were carry- 
ing her along in the driveway. When it was quite 
safe she slyly opened the missive. His hand closed 
over hers, and the note, and he bent dose once more. 

" My only fear is that the test will make it im- 
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possible f or me io kÌ88 your band again,'' said he ia 
a strained voice. She looked up in surprise. 

^^ Then it is really something disloyal? '' 

^^I haye called it a test, your highness/' he re- 
sponded enigmatically. 

" Well, we'U see," she said, and f orthwith tumed 
her eyes to the all-important paper. A quick flush 
crossed her brow; her eyes blinked hopelessly. The 
note was written in the Graustark language ! 

^^ l'il read it later, Baldos. This is no place f or 
me to he reading notes, don't you know? Really, it 
isn't. FU give it back to you to-morrow,'* she was in 
baste to say. 

An inscrutable smile carne over his face. 

"Ravone's information is correct, I am now con- 
vìnced," he said slowly. " Pray, your highness» 
glance over it now, that I may destroy it at once," he 
persisted. 

" The light isn't good." 

" It seems excellent." 

" And I never saw such a miserable scrawl as this. 
He must have written it on horseback and at fui] 
gallop.'* 

** It is quite legible, your highness." 

** I really cannot read the stuff. You know his 
handwriting. Read it to me. FU trust you to read- 
it caref ully." 

** This is embarrassing, your highness, but I obey, 
of course, if you command. Here is what Ravone 
says: 

** *We have fresh proof that she is not the pxincess, but tiie 
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American giri. Be exceedingly carefùl that she does noi lead 
you into any admissions. The Americans are tricky. Have 
little to say io ber, and g^uard your tongue weU. We are ali well 
•od are hoping for the beat,' 
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EVERLY was speechless. 

^^ Of course, your highness," said 
Baldos, deep apology in his voice, 
" Ravone is woefully misinformed. 
He is honest in his belief, and you 
shonld not misjudge his motives. How 
he could have been so blind as to confound you with 
that f risky American girl — but I beg your pardon. 
She is to be your guest. A thousand pardons, your 
highness." 

She had been struck dumb by the wording of the 
note, but his apparently sincere apology f or his friend 
set her every emotion into play once more. While 
he was speaking, her wits were forming themselves 
for conflict. She opened the campaign with a bold 
attack. " You — you believe me to be the princess, 
sure 'nough, don't you? '* But with ali her bravery, 
she was not able to look him in the face. 

" How can you doubt it, your highness? Would I 
be serving you in the present capacity if I believed 
you to be anyone else? " 

^^ Ravone's waming has not shaken your f aith 
in me?" 
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It has strengthened ìt. Nothing could alter the 
f acts in the case. I have not, since we lef t Ganlook, 
been in doubt as to the identity of my benef actress.'' 

*^ It seems to me that you are beating around the 
bush. FU come straight to the point. How long 
bave you known that I am not the princess of Grau- 
stark?" 

"What!*' he exclaìmed, drawing back in well- 
assumed horror. " Do you mean — are you jesting? 
I beg of you, do not jest. It is very serious with 
me." His alarm was so genuine that she was com* 
pletely deceived. 

"I am not jesting," she half whispered, tuming 
very cold. " Have you thought ali along that I am 
the princess — that I am Grenfall Lorry's wife?" 

" You told me that you were the princess." 

" But IVe never said that I was — was anyone's 
wife." 

There was a piteous appeal in her voice and he was 
not slow to notice it and rejoice. Then his heart 
smote him. 

" But what is to become of me if you are not the 
princess? " he asked after a long pause. " I can no 
longer serve you. This is my last day in the castle 
guard." 

" You are to go on serving me — I mean you are 
to retain your place in the service," she hastened 
to say. " I shall keep my promise to you." How 
smaU and humble she was beginning to feel. It did 
not seem so entertaining, after ali, this pretty decep- 
tion of hers. Down in his heart, undemeath the gal- 



SM BEVERLY OF GBAUSTARK 

lant exiericHT, what wms hit opinion of ber? Some- 
thing WM itinging ber eyes fierody, and she dosed 
them to keep back the tears of moitification. 

^ MÌ68 Calboun»" be said» bis manner cbanging 
■wiftly, ^* I bave f elt f rom tbe first tbat you are not 
the princess of Granstark. I kfUw it an bour after I 
entered Edelweiss. Franz gave me a note at 6an- 
k>ok, bui I did not read it until I was a member of tbe 
guard." 

" You bave known it so long? ** sbe cried joyously, 
^ And you bave trusted me? You bave not bated me 
for dccciving you? '* 

** I bave ncver ceased to regard you as my 
•overeign,'* be said softly. 

'^ But just a moment ago you spoke of me as a 
frisky American girl," she said resentfuUy. 

** I bave used that term but once, while I bave said 
*your highness' a thousand times. Knowing that 
you were Miss Calhoun, I could not bave meant 
either." 

" I f ancy I bave no right to criticise you," sbe 
bumbly admitted. "After ali, it does not surprise 
me that you were not deceived. Only an imbecile 
could bave been fooled ali these weeks. Everyone 
said that you were no f col. It seems ridiculous that 
it should bave gone to this length, doesn't it? " 

" Not at ali, your highness. I am not '• 

** You bave the habit, I see," she smiled. 

** I bave scveral months yet to serve as a member 
of the guard. Besides, I am under orders to regard 
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you as the prìncess. Greneral Marlanx has giyen me 
severe instxuctions in that respect.'' 

** You are willing to play the game to the end? ** 
she demanded, more gratified than she should haye 
been. 

*^ As8uredl j, yes. It is the only saf eguard I haye* 
To alter my belief publicly would expose me to— • 
to " 

"Towhat,Baldos?" 

** To ridicnle, f or one thing, and to the generous 
mercies of Count Marlanx. Besides, it would deprive 
me of the privilege I mentioned a moment ago — the 
right to kiss your hand» to be your slave and to do 
homage to the only sovereign I can recognize. Surely» 
you will not subject me to exile from the only joys 
that life holds for me. You have sought to deceive 
me, and I have tried to deceive you. Each has f ound 
the other out, so we are quits. May we not now 
combine forces in the very laudible efFort to deceive 
the world? If the world doesn't know that we know, 
why, the comedy may be long drawn out and the 
climax be made the more amusing." 

** Pm af raid there was a touch of your old-time 
sarcasm in that remarle,'* she said. ** Yes, I am will- 
ing to continue the comedy. It seems the safest way 
to protect you — especially from General Marlanx. 
No one must ever know, Baldos ; it would be absolutely 
pitiful. I am glad, oh, so glad, that you have known 
ali the time. It relieves my mind and my conscience 
tremendously.'* 

Yes," he said gently ; '* I have known ali along 
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that you were not Mr. Lorry'a wife.'* He had di- 
vined her thought and shc flushed hotìy, ** You are 
stili a princcss, however. A poor goat-hunter can 
only look upon the rich American girl as a sovereign 
whom he must worship f rom far below." 

** Oh, Pm not so rich as ali that," she cried. ** Be- 
8Ìdes, I think it is time f or a general clearing-up of 
the mysteries. Are you Prince Dantan, Prince 
Frederic, or that other one — Christobal somebody? 
Come, be fair with me." 

^^ It scems that ali Edelweiss looks upon me as a 
prince in disguise. You f ound me in the hills ^* 

" No ; you f ound me. I have not f orgottcn, sir." 

** I was a vagabond and a f ugltive. My f riends 
are hunted as I am. We have no home. Why every- 
one should suspect me of being a prince I cannot 
understand. Every roamer in the hills is not a prince. 
There is a price upon my head, and thcre is a rcward 
for the capture of every man who was with me in the 
pass. My name is Paul Baldos, Miss Calhoun. There 
is no mystery in that. If you were to mcntion it in 
a certain city, you would quickly find that the name 
of Baldos is not unknown to the people who are 
searching for him. No, your highness, I regret ex- 
ceedingly that I must destroy the absurd impression 
that I am of royal blood. Perhaps I am spoiling 
a pretty romance, but it cannot be helpcd. I was 
Baldos, the goat-hunter; I am now Baldos, the guard. 
Do you think that I would be serving as a Graustark 
guard if I were any one of the men you mention? ^ 

Beverly listened in wonder and some disappoint- 
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meni, it must be confessed. Somekow a spark of 
hope was being f orever extinguished by this straìght- 
f orward denial. He was not to be the prìnce she had 
seen in dreams. '^ You are not like anyone else," she 
said. " That is why we thought of you as — as — 
as " 

"As one of those unhappy creatures they cali 
princes? Thank fortune, your highness, I am not 
yet reduced to such straits. My exile will come only 
when you send me away." 

They were silent f or a long time. Neìther was 
thinking of the hour, or the fact that her absence 
in the castle could not be unnoticed. Night had 
fallen heavily upon the earth. The two faithful 
chair-bearers, respectful but with wonder in their 
souis, stood afar off and waitcd. Baldos and Beverly 
were alone in their own little world. 

" I think I likcd you better when you wore the red 
fcathcr and that horrid patch of black," she said 
musingly. 

" And was a heart-free vagabond," he added, some- 
thing imploring in his voice. 

" An independent courtier, if you please, sir," she 
said severely. 

" Do you want me to go back to the hills? I bave 
the patch and the f eather, and my f riends are ^^ 

" No ! Don't suggest such a thing — yet.** She 
began the protest eagerly and ended it in confusion. 

" Alas, you mean that some day banishment is not 
unlikely?" 
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^ You don't expect to be a guard ali your lif e, do 

" Noi to serve the princess of Graiutark, I confeas. 
My aim is much higher. If Grod lets me dhoose the 
crown I would serve, I shall enlist f or lif e« The crown 
I would serve is wrought of love, the throne I would 
kneel before is a heart, the soeptre I would foUow 
is in the slcnder hand of a woman. I could live and 
flie in the service of my own choosing. But I am 
Anly the humble goat-himter whose hopes are phan- 
toms, whose ideals are conceived in impotenoe." 

^* That was beautiful,'' murmured Beverly, looking 
up, fascinatcd for the moment. 

^^ Oh, that I had the courage to enlist," he cried, 
bending low once more. She felt the danger in his 
voice, half tremulous with something more than loy- 
alty, and drew her hand away from a place of instant 
jeopardy. It was Gre that she was playing with, she 
realized with a start of consciousness. Sweet as the 
speli had grown to be, she saw that it must be shat- 
tered. 

" It is gctting frìghtfuUy late," she sharply ex- 
claimcd. " They'U wonder where l've gone to. Why, 
it's actually dark." 

" It has been dark for half an hour, your highness," 
said he, drawing himsclf up with sudden rigidness 
that distsesscd her. " Are you going to return to the 
castle?" 

" Yes. They'U bave out a searching party pretty 
80on if I don't appear." 

" You bave been good to me to-day," he said 




"That was beautiful," murmured Beverly, look- 
ing up, fascinate^ (or the moment 
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thoughtfully. *^ I shall try io merit the kindness. 
Let me ^ 

** Oh, please don't talk in that humble way ! It's 
rìdiculous! Fd rather have you absolutely imperti- 
nent, I dedare upon my honor I would. Don't you 
remember how you talked when you wore the red 
feather? WeU, I liked it.'* 

Baldos laughed easily, happily. His heart was not 
very humble, though his voice and manner were. 

" Red is the color of insolence, you mean." 
: ^^ It's a good deal jauntier than blue," she declared. 

**Before you cali the bearers, Miss — your high- 
n«M, I wish to retract something I said awhile ago," 
he said very seriously. 

" I should think you would," she responded, utterly 
misinterpreting his intent. 

" You asked me to teli you what my message to 
Ravone contained and I refused. Subsequently the 
extent of his message to me led us into a most thor- 
ough understanding. It is only just and right that 
you should know what I said to him." 

" I trust you, Baldos," she protestcd simply. 

" That is why I teli this to you. Yesterday, your 
highness, the castle guard received their month's pay, 
You may not know how well we are paid, so I will 
say tliat it is ten gawos to each. The envelope which 
I gave to Ravone contained my wages for the past 
6Ìx weeks. They need it far more than I do. There 
was also a short note of good cheer to those poor 
comrades of mine, and the assurance that one day 
our luck may change and starvation be succeeded by 
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lèìtiiììy. And, stili more, I told him that I knew! 
you io bc Miss Calhoiin and that you were my angel 
ot irwpiration. That was ali, your highness.'' 

** Tliank you, Baldos, for telling me," she said 
•of tly. " You have made me ashamed of myself .'* 

^ On the contrary, I fear that I have been indulg- 
ing in mock heroics. Truth and egotism — like a 
salad — require a certain amoimt of dressing." 

^* Since you are Baldos, and not a f airy prince, I 
think you may instruct the men to carry me back, 
bcing without the magic tapestry which could trans- 
plant me in a whiff. Groodness, who's that? " 

Within ten feet of the sedan chair and directly 
behind the tali guard stood a small group of people. 
He and Beverly, engrossed in each other, had not 
heard their approach. How long they had been 
silent spectators of the little scene only the intruders 
knew. The startled, abashed eyes of the girl in the 
chair were not long in distinguishing the newcomers. 
A pace in front of the others stood the gaunt, shadowy 
form of Count Marlanx. 

Behind him were the Princess Yetive, the old prime 
minister, and Baron Dangloss. 
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CHAPTER XIX 



THE NIGHT FIRES 



W 



HY, good evening. Is that you?" 
struggled somewhat hysterically 
thf ough Beverly's lips. Not aince the 
dear old days of the stolen jam and 
sugar-bits had she known the feelings 
of a ciilprit caught red-handed. The 
light from the park lamps revealed a merry, accusìng 
smile on the face of Yetivc, but the faces of the men 
were serious. Marlanx was the picture of suppressed 
fury. 

** It is the relief expedition, your highness," said 
Yetive warmly, " We thought you were lost in the 
wilds of the jungle." 

** She is much better protected than we could have 
imagined," said the Iron Coiint, malevolently mild 
and polite. 

** Can't I venture into the park without bcing sent 
for?" asked Beverly, ready to fly into the proper 
rage. The pink had left her cheeks white. " I am 
proud to observe, however, that the relief expedition 
is composed of the most distinguishcd people in ali 
Graustark. Is there any significance to be attached 
to the drcumstanceP " 

211 
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^* Can't we also go strolling in the park, my dear? ** 
plaintively asked Yeiive. 

** It depends upon where we stroll) I f ancy,'' sug- 
gested Marlanx derisively. Beverly flashed a fierce 
look at the head of the army. ^^ By the way, Baron 
Dangloss, where is the incomparable Haddan?'' 

Baldos shot a startled glance at the two men and 
in an instant comprehension carne to him. He knew 
the secret of Haddan's Constant companionship. An 
ezpression of bitter scom settled upon his mouth. 
Dangloss mumblcd a reply, at which the Iron Conni 
laughed sarcastically. 

" I am retuming to the castle," said Beverly coldly. 
** Pray don't let me interfere with your stroll. Or ìs 
it possible that you think it nccessary to deliver me 
safely to my nurse, now that you bave found me? " 

" Don't be angry, dear," whispered Yetlve, coming 
dose to ber side. ** I will teli you ali about it later 
on. It was ali due to Count Marlanx.*' 

" It was ali done to humiliate me,'* replied Beverly, 
indignation surpassing conf usion at last. ^^ I hate 
ali of you." 

" Oh, Beverly ! " whispered the princess, in distress. 

"Well, perhaps you were led into it," retracted 
Beverly, half mollified. " Look at that old villain 
whispering over there. No wonder his wives up and 
died. They just had to do it. I hate ali but you 
and Count Halfont and Baron Dangloss," which left 
but one condemned. 

" And Baldos? " addcd Yetive, patting ber band. 

** I wish you'd he sensible," cried Beverly, most un- 
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graciously, and Yetive's soft laugh irritated ber. 
** How long had you been listening to us? " 

^^ Noi so much as the tiniest part of a minute," 
flaid Yetive, recallìng another disastrous eavesdrop- 
ping. ^^ I am much wìser than when Baldos first came 
to serve you. We were quite a distance behìnd Count 
Marlanx, I assure you." 

*^ Then he heard something? " asked Beverly anx- 
iously. 

^* He has been in a detestable mood ever since we 
Tejoined him. Could he have heard anything dis* 
agreeable?" 

** No ; on the contrary, it was quite agreeable.'* 

Ali this time Baldos was standing at attention a few 
paces off, a model soldier despite the angry shifting 
of bis black eyes. He saw that they had been caught 
in a most unfortimate position. No amount of ex- 
plaining could remove the impression that had been 
forced upon the witnesscs, voluntary or involuntary 
as the case might be. Baldos could do nothing to 
help ber, while she was compelled to face the suspicions 
of ber bcst friends. At best it could be considered 
nothing short of a clandestine meeting, the conse- 
quences of which she must suffer, not he. In bis 
beated brain he was beginning to picture scandal 
with ali the disgusting details that grow out of evil 
misrepresentation. 

Count Halfont separated himself from the group 
of three and advanced to the sedan-chair. Marlanx 
and Dangloss were arguing eamestly in low tones. 

" Shall we return, your highness? " asked Halfont, 
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addressing both with one of bis rarest smiles. ^^If 
I remember aright, we were io dine en famiUe io-night, 
and it is weU upon the hour. Besides, Count Marlanz 
is a little distressed by your absent-mindedness, Miss 
Beverly, and I f ancy he is eager to bave it out with 
you.*' 

^^ My absent-mindedness? What is it that I bave 
forgotten?'* asked Beverly, puckering her brow. 

"That's the trouble, dear," said Yctive. "You 
forgot your promise to teach him how to play that 
awf ul game called poker. He has waited f or you at 
the castle since six o'clock. It is now eight. Is it 
any wonder that he led the searching party? He has 
been on nettles f or an hour and a half ." 

" Groodness, l'U wager he's in a temper ! " exdcdmed 
Beverly, with no remorse, but some apprehenslon. 

" It would he wisdom to apologize to him," sug- 
gested Yetive, and her uncle noddcd earnestly. 

" AH right. I think I can get him into good humor 
without half trying. Oh, Count Marlanx! Come 
bere, plcase. You aren't angry with me, are you? 
Wasn't it awful for me to run away and leavc you to 
play solitaire instead of poker? But, don't you know, 
I was so wretchedly tired after the ride, anJ I knew 

you wouldn't mind if I ^" and so she ran glibly 

on, completely f orestalling him, to the secret amuse- 
ment of the others. Nevertheless, she was nervous 
and embarrassed over the situation. There was every 
reason to fear that the Iron Count had heard and 
seen enough to form a pretty good opinion of what 
had passed between hersclf and Baldos in this remote 
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corner of the park. A deep sense of shame was taking 
possession of ber. 

Marlanx, smiling significantly, looked into her 
brave little face, and permitted ber to talk on until 
she bad run out of breatb and composure. Tben he 
bowed with exaggerated gallantry and inf ormed her 
that he was bers to command, and that it was not f or 
bim to f orgive but to accept whatever was ber gra- 
clons pleasure. He called upon the cbalr-bearers and 
they took up their burden. Beverly promptly 
changed her mind and conduded to walk to the castle. 
And so they started off, the chair going abead as if 
out of commission f orever. Despìte ber efforts to do 
so, the American girl (feeling very much abused, by 
the way), was unsuccessful in the attempt to keep the 
princcss at ber side. Yetive deliberately walked abead 
with Halfont and Dangloss. It seemed to Beverly 
that they walked unnecessarily fast and that Marlanx 
was provokingly slow. Baldos was twenty paces be- 
hind, as was bis custom. 

" Is it necessary f or me to ask you to doublé the 
number of lessons I am to bave?" Marlanx asked. 
He was quite too dose to her side to please Beverly. 

" Can't you leam in one lesson? Most Americans 
think they know ali about poker after the first game.'* 

" I am not so quick-witted, your highness." 

" Far be it f rom me to accelerate your wits, Count 
Marlanx. It might not be profitable." 

" You might profit by losing, you know,** he ven- 
tured, leaning stili closer. ** Poker is not the onlj 
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game of chance. It was diance that gave me a win- 
ning hand ibis evening/' 

^^ I don't undersiand.'' 

'^ It shall be my pleasure to teach you in return f or 
instructions I am to have. I have tried to teach your 
excellent guard one phase of the game. He has not 
profitcd, I f ear. He has been blind enough to pick 
a losing hand in spite of my adyice. It is the game 
of hearts." Beverly could not but understand. She 
shrank away with a shudder. Her wits did not de- 
sert her, however. 

^*I know the game,'' she said steadily. ^One's 
object is to cast off ali the hearts. I have been verj; 
lucky at the game, Count Marlanx.'' 

*' Umph ! " was his ironical conmient. " Ah, isn't 
this a night for lovers? " he went on, changing tack 
suddenly. ** To stroll in the shadows, where even 
the moon is blind, is a joy that love alone provides. 
Come, fair mistress, share this joy with me." 

With that his hand closed over her soft arm above 
the elbow and she was drawn dose to his side. Bcver- 
ly's first shock of revnlsion was succeeded by the dis- 
tressing certainty that Baldos was a helpless witness 
of this indignity. She tried to jerk her arm away, 
but he held it tight. 

"Release my arm, sir!*' she cried, hoarse with 
passion. 

" Cali your champion, my lady. It will mean his 
death. I have evidence that will insure his conviction 
and execution within an hour. Nothing efnjld save 
him. Cali him, I say, and ^ 
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^ I wttl cali him. He ìs mj swom protector, and 
I will command him to knock you down if you don't 
go away," she flared» stopping dedsìvely* 

"Athis perii '' 

^^Baldos!'' 8he called, without a second's hesita- 
tion. The guard carne up with a rush just as Mar^ 
lanx released her arm and f eli away with a muttered 
ìmprecation. 

^^ Your highness ! " cried Baldos, who had witnessed 
everything. 

"Are you afraid to die?" she demanded briefljj 
and clearly. 

"No!" 

" That is ali," she sald, suddenly cairn. " I merely 
wanted to prove it to Count Marlcuix.*' Tact had 
come to her rellef most opportunely. Like a flash 
she saw that a conflict between the commander of the 
army and a guard could have but one result and that 
disastrous to the latter. One word f rom her would 
have ended everything for Baldos. She saw through 
the Iron Count's ruse as if by divine inspiration and 
profited whcre he least expected her to excel in shrewd- 
ness. Marlanx had deliberately invited the assault by 
the guard. His object had been to snare Baldos into 
bis own undoing, and a horrible undoing it would have 
been. One blow would have secured the deslred result. 
Nothing could have saved the guard who had struck 
his superior oflScer. But Beverly thought in time. 

" To die is easy, your highness. You have but to 
ask it of me," said Baldos^, whose face was white and 
drawn. 
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*^ She has no intentlon of demanding such a pleas* 
ani sacrifice," observed Conni Marlanx, covering bis 
f ailure skilf ully. ^* Later on, perhaps, she may sign 
your death warrant. I am proud io heari sir, that 
a mcmbcr of my corps has the courage to face the 
inevitable, evcn though he be an alien and unwilling 
to die on the ficld of battle. You bave my compli- 
ments, sìr. You bave been on irksome duty for sev- 
eral hours and must be fatigued as wcU as hungry* 
A soldier suffers many deprìvations, not the least of 
which is starvation In pursuit of bis calling. Mess is 
not an unwelcome relief to you after ali these arduous 
hours. You may return to the barracks at once. The 
princess is under my care for the remaii^dcr of tlie 
campaìgn.** 

Baldos looked first at ber and then at the sarcastic 
old general. Yetive and ber companions were waiting 
for them at the f ountain, a hundred yards ahead. 

" You may go, Baldos," said Beverly in low tones. 

** I am not fatigued nor " he began eagerly. 

" Go ! " snarled Marlanx. " Am I to repeat a com- 
mand to you ? Do you ignore the word of your mis- 
tress? » There was a significant sneer in the way he 
said it. 

^^Mistress?" gasped Baldos, bis eye blazing, bis 
arm half raised. 

" Count Marlanx ! " implored Beverly, drawing 
hersclf to ber full height and staring at bim like a 
wounded thlng. 

" I humbly implore you not to misconstrue the 
meaning of the term, your highness," said the Count 
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affably. "Ah, you bave droppcd something. Per- 
mit he* It is a note of some description, I think.'' 

He stooped quickly — too quickly — and recovered 
f rom the ground at her f eet the bit of paper which 
had fallen from her band. It was the note from. 
Ravone to Baldos which Beverly had forgottcn in the 
excitement of the encounter. 

" Count Marlanx, give me that paper ! " demandcd 
Beverly breathlessly. 

" Is it a love-letter? Perhaps it is intended for me^ 
At any rate, your highncss, it is saf e against my heart 
for the time being. When we reach the castle I shall 
be happy to restore it. It is saf er wìth me. Come, 
we go one way and — bave you not gone, sir? ** in 
bis most sarcastic tone to the guard. Beverly was 
trembling. 

" No, I bave not ; and I shall not go until I see you 
obey the command of her bighness. She has asked 
you for that picce of paper," said Baldos, standing 
squarely in front of Marlanx. 

" Insolent dog! Do you mean to question my 

" Give over that paper ! 

** If you strike me, f ellow, it wlll be 

" If I strike you it will be to kill, Count Marlanx. 
The paper, sir." Baldos towered over the Iron Count 
and there was danger in bis dare-devil voice. " Surely, 
sir, I am but obeying your own instructions. * Protect 
the princess and ali that is hers, with your life,' you 
bave said to me.*^ 

*^ Oh, I wish you badn't done this, Baldos," cried 
Beverly, panic-stricken. 
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^^ You haye threatened my lif e. I shall not f orget 
it, fooL Here is the precious note, your highness, 
with my condolences to the writer*'' Marlanx passed 
the note to her and then looked trìumphantly at the 
gaard. ^^ I daresay you have done ali you can, sir. 
Do you wish to add anything more? " 

^* What can one do when dealing with his supeiior 
and finds hìm a despicable coward?'' said Baldos, 
with cool irony. " You are reputed to be a brave 
soldier. I know that to be false or I would ask you 

to draw the sword you carry and ^^ He was 

drawing his sword as he spoke. 

" Baldos ! " implorcd Beverly. Her evident con- 
cem infurlated Marlanx. In his heart he knew Bal- 
dos to be a man of supcrior birth and a foeman not 
to be despised from his own station. Carried away 
by passion, he flashed his sword from its sheath. 

" You have drawn on me, sir," he snarlcd. ** I 
must defend myself against even such as you. You 
will find that I am no coward. Time is short f or yoiur 
gallant lover, madam.*' 

Before she could utter a word of protest the blades 
had clashed and they were hungry f or blood. It was 
dark in the shadows of the trees and the trio were quite 
alone with their tragedy. She heard Baldos laugh 
recklessly in responso to Marlanx's cry of : 

" Oh, the shame of fighting with such carrion as 
you ! '* 

" Don't jest at a time like this, count,'* said the 
guard, softly. "Remember that I lose, no matter 
which way it goes. If you kill me I lose, if I beat 
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you I lose. Remember, you can stili bave me shot f or 
insubordination and conduct iinbecoming ^" 

" Stop ! " almost shrìeked Beverly. At risk of per- 
sonal injury she rushed between the two swordsmen. 
Both drew back and dropped their points. Not a 
dozen passes had been made. 

" I beg your highness's pardon," murmured Baldos, 
but he did not sheathe his sword. 

"He forced it upon me," cried Marlanx trium- 
phantly. " You were witness to it ali. I was a fool 
io let it go as far as this. Put up your sword until 
another day — if that day ever comes to you." 

" He will bave you shot f or this, Baldos," cried 
Beverly in ber terror. Baldos laughed bitterly. 

" Tied and blindf olded, too, your highness, to prove 
that he is a brave man and not a coward. It was 
short but it was sweet. Would that you had let the 
play go on. There was a spìce in it that made life 
worth Hving and death worth the dying. Have you 
other commands f or me, your highness ? " His man- 
ner was so cool and defiant that she fclt the tears 
spring to ber eyes. 

" Only that you put up your sword and end this 
miserable affair by going to your — your room." 

" It is punishment enough. To-morrow's execution 
can be no harder." 

Marlanx had been thinking ali this time. Into 
his soul came the thrill of triumph, the consciousness 
of a mighty power. He saw the chance to benefit 
by the sudden clash and he was not slow to seize it. 

" Never f ear, my man," he said easily, " it won*t 
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be as bad as that. I can well afford to overlook yoiir 
indiscretion of to-nìght. There wìll be no executìon, 
as you cali it. This was an affair between men, noi 
between man and the state. Our gracìous referee ìs 
to be Olir judge. It is for her to pardon and to con- 
demn. It was very pretty while it lasted and you 
are too good a swordsman to be shot. 60 your way, 
Baldos, and remember me as Mflurlanx the man, not 
Marlanx the general. As your superior officer, I con- 
gratulate and commend you upon the manner in which 
you serve the princess." 

" You will always find me ready to fight and to 
die for her," said Baldos gravely. " Do you think 
you can remember that, Count Marlanx? " 

" I have an excellent memory," said the count 
steadily. With a graceful salute to Beverly, Baldos 
tumed and walked away in the darkness. 

" A perf ect gentleman, Miss Calhoun, but a 
wretched soldier," said Marlanx grimly. 

" He is a hero," she said quietly, a great calmness 
coming over her. " Do you mean it when you say 
you are not going to have him punished? He did 
only what a man should do, and I glory in his folly." 

" I may as well teli you point blank that you alone 
can save him. He does not deserve leniency. It is 
in my power and it is my province to have him 
utterly destroyed, not only for this night's work, but 
for other and better reasons. I have positive proof 
that he is a spy. He knows I have this proof. That 
is why he would have killed me just now. It is for 
you to say whether he shall meet the fate of a spy 
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or go iinscathed. You bave but to exchange prom- 
ìses witb me and tbe estimable guardsman goes f ree — 
but he goes from Edelweiss f orever. To-day he met 
the enemy's scouts in the hills, as you know quite well. 
Messages were exchanged, secretly, which you do 
not know of, of course. Before another day is gone 
I expect to see the results of bis treachery. There may 
be manifestations to-night. You do not believe me, 
but wait and see if I am not right. He is one of 
Gabriel's cleverest spies." 

" I do not believe it. You shall not accuse him of 
such things," she cried. " Besides, if he is a spy 
why should you shield him for my sake? Don't you 
owe it to Graustark to expose ^"* 

" Here is the princess," said he serenely. " Your 
highness," addressing Yetive, " Miss Calhoun has a 
note which she refuses to let anyone read but you» 
Now, my dear young lady, you may give it directly 
into the hands of her highness." 

Beverly gave him a look of scom, but without a sec- 
ond's hesitation placed the missive in Yetive's band. 
The Iron Count's jaw dropped, and he moistened hi» 
lips with bis tongue two or three times. Something 
told him that a valuable chance had gone. 

" I shall be only too happy to bave your highness 
read the result of my first lesson in the Graustark 
language," she said, smiling gaily upon the count. 

Two men in unif orm came rushing up to the party, 
manif estly excited. Saluting the general, botb begaa 
to speak at once. 
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^ One Ai a ìhm^^ romiMiMM the ooimt ^ Wìrni 
ifit?'' 

Other oflken of the goard and a few nofalemen f rom 
the castle carne op, oiit of breath. 

^ We have disoemed ugnai fires in the hOlsy yonr 
excellency,^ said one of the men from the fart. 
^ There ìb a curde of fires and they mean something 
impoitanL For half an hoor they have been bum- 
ing near the monastery; alao in the valley below and 
on the mountains to the south.^ 

Thcre was an instant of deathly silence, as if the 
hearen awaited a crash. M^^'ì^w^ looked steadily at 
Bevcrly's face and she saw the triumphant, accusing 
glcam in his eyes. Helplessly she stared into the 
crowd of faccs. Her eyes fell upon Baldos, who 
suddcnly appeared in the background. His face 
worc a huntcd, imploring look. The next instant he 
disappeared among the shadows* 
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HERE is no time to be lost," ex- 
claimed Count Marlanx. " Ask Colo- 
nel Braze to report to me at the eastem 
gate wìth a detail of pìcked troopers 
— a hiindred of them. I wìll meet 
him there in half an hour." He gaye 
other sharp, imperative commands, and in the twink- 
ling of an eye the peaceful atmosphere was trans- 
f ormed into the turbulent, exciting rush of activity. 
The significance of the fires seen in the hills couid not 
be cheaply held. Instant action was dcmanded. The 
city was filled with the commotion of alarm ; the army 
was brought to its feet with a jcrk that startied even 
the most ambitious. 

The jSrst thing that General Marlanx did was to 
instruct Quinnox to set a vigilant watch over Baldos. 
He was not to be arrcstcd, but it was understood that 
the snrveillance should be but little short of incarcera- 
tion. He was f ound at the barracks shortly after the 
report concerning the signal jSres, and told in plain 
words that Gkncral Marlanx had ordered a guard 
placcd over him f or the time being, pending the restilt 
of an investigation. Baldos had confidéntly expected 

225 



SS6 BEVERLY OF GRAUSTARK 

io be thrown into a dungeon f or bis aff ront. He 
noi know that Grenf aD Lony stood finn in bis con- 
viction that Baldos was no spy, and was supported 
by others in high authority. 

Marlanx was bottling his wrath and holding back 
bis revenge for a distinct purposc. Apart from the 
existcnce of a strong, healthy prejudice in the guard's 
favor, what the old general believed and what he could 
prove were two distinct propositions. He was crafty 
enough, however, to take advantage of a condition 
unknown to Beverly Calhoun, the innocent cause of ali 
his bittcmess toward Baldos. 

As he hastened from the councQ chamber, his eyes 
swept the crowd of eager, excited women in the grand 
hall. From among them he picked Beverly and ad- 
vanccd upon her without regard for time and conse- 
quence. Despìte hcr animation he was keen enough 
to see that she was sorely troubled. She did not 
shrink from him as he had half expected, but met 
him with bold disdain in her eyes. 

" This is the work of yonr champion," he said in 
tones that did not reach ears other than her own. ^^ I 
prophesied it, you must remember. Are you satisfied 
now that you bave been deceived in him? *' 

" I bave implicit confidence in him. I suppose you 
have ordered his arrest? *' she asked with quiet scom. 

" He is under surveillance, at my suggestion. For 
your sake, and yours alone, I am giving him a chance* 
He is your protégé; you are responsible for his 3on- 
duct. To accuse him would be to place you in an 
embarrassing position. There is a sickening rumor 
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in court circles that you have more than a merely kind 
and friendly interest in the rascal. If I believed 
that, Miss Calhoun, I f ear my heart couid not be kind 
to him. But I know it is not true, You have a loft- 
ier love to give. He is a clever scoundrel, and there 
is no telling how much harm he has already done to 
Graustark. His every move is to be watched and re- 
ported to me. It will be impossible f or him to escape. 
To save him from the vengeance of the army, I am 
permitting him to remain in your service, ostcnsibly, 
at least. His hours of duty have been changed, how- 
ever. Henceforth he is in the night guard, from 
midnight till dawn. I am telling you this, Miss 
Calhoun, because I want you to know that in spite of 
ali the indignity I have suffered, you are more to me 
than any other being in the world, more to me even 
than my loyalty to Graustark. Do me the honor and 
justice to remember this. I have suffered much for 
you. I am a rough, hardened soldicr, and you have 
misconstrued my devotion. Forgive the h€ursh words 
my passion may have inspired. Farewell! I must 
off to undo the damage we ali lay at the door of the 
man you and I are protecting." 

He was too wise to give her the chance to reply. 
A moment later he was moimted and off for the eastem 
gates, there to direct the movements of Colonel Braze 
and his scouts. Beverly flew at once to Yetive with 
her plea for Baldos. She was conf ronted by a rather 
sober-faced sovereign. The news of the hour was not 
comf orting to the princess and her ministers. 

"You don't believe he is a spy?" cried Beverly, 
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ttopping just imide the door, presoniing lelfidily tliat 
Baldo* alone was the cause for warrj. She xeiohred 
to teli Yetive of the conflìct in the park. 

^Dear me, Beverly, I am noi thinking of hinu 
Wé've diflcossed him jointly and severally and erery 
other way and he has been settled for the time bemg. 
Yon are the only one who is thinking of him, my dear 
child. We have weightier things to annoy us." 

^ Goodness, how you talk ! He isn't annoying* 
Oh, forgive me, Yetiye, for I am the silliest, addle- 
patedest goose in the kingdom. And you are so 
troubled. But do you know that he ìs being watched? 
They suspect hlm. So did I, at first, l'U admit it. 
But I don't — now. Have you read the note I gave 
to you out there?*' 

"Yes, dear. It's just as I expected. He has 
known f rom the beginning. He knew when he caught 
Dagmar and me spying behind that abominable cur- 
tain. But don't worry me any longer about him, 
please. Wait bere with me until we have reports f rom 
the troops. I shall not slecp until I know what those 
fires meanL Forget Baldos for an hour or two, for 
my sake." 

" You dear old princess, Fm an awful brute, sure 
•nough. l'il forget him forever for your sake. It 
won't be hard, either. He's just a mere guard. 
Pooh ! He's no prince." 

Whereupon, reinforced by Mrs. Anguish and the 
Countess Hai font, she proceeded to devote herself 
to the task of soothìng and amusing the distressed 
princess while the soldiers of Graustark ransacked the 
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moonlit hills. The night passed, and the next day 
was far on its way to sunset before the scouts carne 
in with tidings. No trace of the mysterìous signalers 
had been f ound. The embers of the half-dozen fires 
were discovered, but their builders were gone. The 
search took in miles of territory, but it was unavailing. 
Not even a straggler was found. The so-called troupe 
of actors, around whom suspicion centered, had been 
swallowed by the capacious solitude of the hills. 
Riders from the frontier posts to the south carne in 
with the report that ali was quiet in the threatened 
district. Dawsbergen was lying quiescente but with 
the readiness of a skulking dog. 

There W8is absolutely no solution to the mystery con- 
nected with the iSres on the mountain sides. Baldos 
was questioned privately and eamestly by Lorry and 
Dangloss. His reply was simple, but it fumished 
food for reflection and, at the same time, no little 
relief to the troubled leaders. 

" It is my belicf , Mr. Lorry, that the iSres were 
built by brigands and not by your military foes. I 
have seen thcsc fires in the north, near Axphain, and 
they were invariably meant to establish conmiunica- 
tion bctween separated squads of robbers, ali belong- 
ing to one band. My friends and I on more than one 
occasion narrowly escaped disaster by prying into the 
afFairs of these signalers. I take it that the squads 
have been operating in the south and were brought 
together last night by means of the fires. Doubtless 
they have some big project of their own sort on foot.*' 

That night the city looked for a repetition of th« 




280 BEVERLY OP GRAUSTARK 

fires, bui the mountains were block f rom dusk till 
dawn. Word reached the castle late in the eyenlng, 
from Ganlook, that an Axphainian nobleinaii and his 
followers would reach Edelweiss the next day. The 
visit was a friendly but an important one. The noble* 
man was no other than the yoiing Duke of Mizrox, 
intimate friend of the unfoVtunate Prince Lorenz who 
mct his death at the hand of Prince Grabriel^ and 
was the leader of the party whìch opposed the venge- 
f ul plans of Prinoess Volga. His arrivai in Edelweiss 
was awaited with deep anxiety, for it was suspected 
that his news would be of the most important charac* 
ter. 

Beverly Calhoun sat on the balcony with the prin- 
cess long after midnight. The sky was black with 
the clouds of an approaching storm ; the air was heavy, 
with foreboding silence. Twice, from their darkened 
corner near the pillar, they saw Baldos as he paced 
steadily past the castle on patrol, with Haddan at his 
side. Dreamily the watchers in the cool balcony 
looked down upon fte somber park and its occasionai 
guardsman. Ncither was in the mood to talk. As 
they rose at last to go to their rooms, something 
whizzed through the air and dropped with a slight 
thud in the center of the balcony. The two young 
women started back in alarm. A faint light from 
Beverly's window filtered across the stone floor. 

" Don't touch it, Beverly," cried the princess, as 
the girl started forward with an eager exclamation. 
But Beverly had been thinking of the very object that 
now quivered bef ore her in the dull light, saucy, ag- 
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gressive and jaiinty as it was the night when she saw; 
it f or the first time. 

A long, slim red f eather bobbed to and fro as if 
ealuting her with soldlerly fidelity. Its base was an 
Grange, into which it had been stuck by the hand that 
tossed it from below, Beverly grasped it with more 
ecstasy than wisdom and then rushed to the stone 
railing, Yctive looking on in amazement. Diligently 
she searched the ground bclow f or the man who had 
sent the red mcssage, but he was nowhere in sight. 
Then carne the sudden reallzatlon that she was reveal- 
ing a most unmaldenly eagemess, to him as well as to 
the princess, f or she did not doubt that he was watch- 
ing from the shadows below. She withdrew from the 
rail in confuslon and fled to her bed-chamber, fol- 
lowed by her curlous companion. There were ex- 
planations — none of which struck speaker or listener 
as logicai — and there were giggles which completely 
simplified the situation. Beverly thrust the slim red 
feather into her hair, and struck an attitude that 
would bave set Baldos wild with joy if he could bave 
seen it. The next day, when she appeared in the 
park, the feather stood up defiantly from the band 
of her sailor hat, though womanly perverseness im* 
pelled her to ignore Baldos when he passed her on bis 
way to mess. 

The Duke of Mizrox came into the city hours after 
the time set f or bis arrivai. It was quite dark when 
the escort sent by Colonel Quinnox drew up at the 
castle gates with the visitor. The duke and bis party, 
had been robbed by brìgands in the broad daylight 
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and at a point noi more than fiye miles f rom Edel- 
weiss ! And thus the mystery of the sìgnal fires waa 
explained. Count Marlanx did noi soon forget the 
triumphant look he receiyed f rom Beverly Calhoun 
when the duke's misf ortunes were announced. Shame- 
less as it may seem, she rejoiced exceedingly over the 
acts of the robbers. 

Mizrox annoimced to the princess and her f rìends 
that he was noi an emlssary from the Axphainian 
govemment. Instead, he was but little less than a 
f ugitive from the wrath of Volga and the crown ad* 
herents. Earlier in the week he had been summoned 
bef ore Volga and inf ormed that his absence f or a few 
months, at least, from the principaUty was desirable. 
The privilege was allowed him of selecting the coimtry 
which he desìred to visit during that period, and he 
coolly chose Graustark. He was known to bave 
friendly feelings for that state; but no objectiona 
were raised. This f riendship also gave him a welcome 
in Edelweiss. Mizrox plainly stated his position to 
Yetive and the prime minister. He asked for pro- 
tection, but declined to reveal any of the plans then 
maturing in his home country. This reluctance to 
become a traitor, even though he was not in sympathy 
with his sovereìgn, was respected by the princess. He 
announced his willingness to take up arms against 
Dawsbergcn, but would in no way antagonize Axphain 
from an enemy's camp. 

The duke admitted that the feeling in A^h*^^'^ 
voper droles was extremely bitter toward Graustark. 
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The old-time war spirit had noi died down. Axphaìn 
despised ber progressìye nelghbor. 

*^ I may as well inf orm your higliness that the re- 
gent holds another and a deeper grudge against 
Graustark," he said, in the audience chamber where 
were assembled many of the nobles of the state, late 
on the night of bis arrìyal, ^^ She insists that you are 
harboring and even shielding the pretender to our 
throne, Frince Frederic. It is known that he is in 
Graustark and, moreover, it is asserted that he is in 
direct touch with your govemment." 

Yetive and ber companions looked at one another 
with glances of comprebension. He spoke in English 
now for the benefit of Beverly Calhoun, an interested 
spectator, wbo f elt ber beart leap suddenly and swif tly 
into violent insurrection. 

" Nothing could be more ridiculous," said Yetive 
after a pause. " We do not know Frederic, and we 
are not harboring bim." 

" I am only saying wbat is believed to be true by 
Axphain, your bighness. It is reported that he joined 
you in the mountains in June and since bas held a 
position of trust in your army." 

" Would you know Prìnce Frederic if you were to 
see bim? " quietly asked Lorry. 

" I bave not seen bim since be was a very small boy, 
and then but for a moment — on the day when be and 
bis motber were driven tbrough the streets on their 
way to exile.** 

" We bave a new man in the Castle Gu€urd and there 
is a mystery attached to bim. Would you mind look- 
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ing at him and telling U8 if he is what Frederìc migfal 
be in his manhood?" Lorry put the quesiion aod 
everyone present drew a deep breath of interest. 

Mizrox readily consented and Baldos, interoepted 
on hÌ8 roundS) was led unsuspecting into an outer 
chamber. The duke, accompanied by Lorry and 
Baron Dangloss, entered the rcxnn. They were gone 
from the assemblage but a few minutes, retuming 
with smiles of uncertainty on their f aces. 

'*It ÌB impossible, yovir highness, for me to say 
whether or not it is Frederick' said the duke frankly. 
'^ He is what I imagine the pretender might be at his 
age, but it would be sheer f oUy for me to speculate. 
I do not know the man." 

Beverly squeezed the Coimtess Dagmar's arm con- 
Tulsively. 

" Hurrah ! " she whispered, in great relief . Dag- 
mar looked at her in astonishment. She could not 
f athom the whimsical American. 

" They bave been keeping an incessant watch over 
the home of Frederic's cousin. He is to marry her 
when the time is propitious," volunteered the young 
duke. " She is the most beautiful girl in Axphain, 
and the f amily is one of the wealthiest. Her parents 
bitterly oppose the match. They were to bave been 
secretly married some months ago, and there is a 
rumor to the effect that they did succeed in evading 
the vigilance of her people." 

"You mean that they may be married?" asked 
Yetive, casting a quick glance at Beverly. 

'^ It is not improbable, your highness. He it 
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known io be a daring young f ellow, and he has never 
f ailed in a siege against the heart of woman. Reporfc 
has ìt that he is the most ìnvincìble Lothario that ever 
donned love's armor/' Beverly was conscious of fur- 
tive glances in her direction, and a f aint pink stole 
into her temples. " Our f ugitive princes are lucky 
in neither love nor war,'* went on the duke. " Poor 
Dantan, who is hiding from Gabriel, is betrothed to 
the daughter of the present prime minister of Daws- 
bergen, the beautiful Iolanda. I have seen her. She 
is glorious, your highness." 

" I, too, have seen her,*' said Yetive, more gravely 
than she thought. "The report of their betrothal 
is true, then? " 

** His sudden overthrow prevented the nuptials 
which were to have taken place in a month had noi 
Gabriel retnmed. Her father, the Duke of Matz» 
wisely accepted the inevitable and became prime min- 
ister to Gabriel. Iolanda, it is said, rcmains true 
to him and sends messages to him as he wanders 
through the moimtains." 

Beverly's mind instantly reverted to the conf essions 
of Baldos. He had admitted the sending and receiv- 
ing of messages through Franz. Try as she would, 
she could not drive the thought from her mind that 
he was Dantan and now came the distressing f ear that 
his secret messages were words of love from Iolanda» 
The audience lasted until late in the night, but she 
was so occupied with her own thoughts that she knew 
of but little that ^anspired. 

Of one thing she was sure. She could not go to 
sleep that night. 
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HE next moming Aunt Fanny had 
a hard lime of it. Her mistress 
was petulant; there was no sunshine 
in the brighi August day as it ap- 
peared to her. Toward dawn, after 
she had counted many millions of 
Uack sheep jumping backward over a fence, she 
had fallen asieep. Aunt Fanny obeyed her usuai 
ìnstructions on this luckless morning. It was Bev- 
-erly's rule to be called every moming at sevcn o'clock. 
But how was her attendant to know that the gracef ul 
young creature who had kicked the counterpane to 
the f oot of the bed and had mauled the pillow out of 
sH shape, had slcpt for less than thirty mìnutes? How 
was she to know that the flushed face and frown were 
born in the course of a night of distrcssing perplex- 
ities? She knew only that the sleeping beauty who lay 
before her was the f aìrest creature in ali the universe. 
For some minutes Aunt Fanny stood off and admired 
the rich youthful glory of the sleeper, prophetically 
reluctant to disturb her happiness. Then she obeyed 
the impulse of duty and spoke the summoning words. 
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**Wha — what time is it?" demanded the ncw« 
corner f rom the land of Nod, stretching her fine yoìmg 
body with a splendid but dìscontented yawn. 

" Seben, Miss Bev'ly ; wha' time do yo' s'pose hit 
18? Hit's d' reg'lah time, o' co'se. Did yo' ali bave 
a nice sleep, honey ? '* and Aunt Fanny went blissfully; 
about the business of the hour. 

^^I didn't sleep a wink, confound it," grumbled 
Beverly, rubbing her eyes and tuming on ber back to 
giare up at the tapestry above the couch. 

" Yo' wasn' winkin' any when Ah f ust come ìnto de 
room, lemme teli yo%" cackled Aunt Fanny with cau»- 
tic freedom. 

" See bere, now, Aunt Fanny, Vm not going to 
stand any lecture from you this morning. When 9 
f ellow hasn't slept a " 

"Who's a-lecturin' any body, Ah'd lak to knov? 
Ah'm jes' tcllin' yo' what yo' was a-doin' when Ah 
carne into de room. Yo' was a-sleepin' p'etty dog- 
gone tight, lemme teli yo'. Is yo' goin' out {o' yo' 
walk befo' b'eakfus, honey? 'Cause if yo' is, yo' ali 
'11 be oblecged to climb out'n dat baid maghty quick- 
like. Yo' baf is ready. Miss Bev'ly." 

Beverly splashed the water with unreasonable f eroc- 
ity for a few minutes, trying to enjoy a diversion that 
had not f ailed her until this morning. 

"Aunt Fanny," she announced, after looking 
darkly through her window into the mountains above, 
"if you can't brush my hair — ouch! — any easier 
than this, l'il bave someone else do it^ that'B aU. 
You're a regular old bear.^ 
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** Po' lil' honey,** was ali the complacent " bear •• 
aàid in repl j, without altering ber methods in the least. 

^^ Well," said Beverly tbreateningly, with a shake 
of her head, ** be caref ul^ that's alL Have you heard 
Ibe news?'' 
. " Wha' news, Miss Bev'ly?" 

** We're going back to Washin'ton." 

" Thank de Lawd ! When ? " 

^^ I don't know. Fve just this instant made up my| 
mind. I think we'U start — let's see : this is the sixth 
of August, isn't it? Well, look and see, if you don't 
know, stupid. The tenth? My goodness, where bas 
the time gone, anyway? Well, we'll start sometime 
between the eleventh and the twelf th." 

" Of dis monf, Miss Bcv'ly ? " 

" No ; Septcmber. I want you to look up a time- 
table for me to-day. We must see about the trains." 

" Dey's on'y one leavìn' heah daily, an' hit goes at 
8Ìx in de mo'nin'. One train a day! Ain' 'at 
scan'lous?" 

" l'm sure, Aimt Fanny, it is their business — noi 
ours," said Beverly severely. 

" P'raps dey mought be runnin' a excuhsion 'roun' 
'baout Septembeh, Miss Bev'ly," speculated Aunt 
Fanny consolingly. "Dey gen'ly has 'em in Sep- 
tembeh." 

** You old goose," cried Beverly, in spite of herself* 

" Ain' yo' habin' er good time, honey?" 

" No, I am not." 

^ Fo' de lan's sake. Ah wouldn' s'picioned hit f o' a 
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minnit. ECt's de gayest place Ah mos' eveh saw — - 
•cept Wash'ton an' Lex'ton an' Vicksbu'g." 

" Wdl, you don't know everything," said Beverly 
crossly. ^^ I wìsh you'd take that red f eather out of 
my hat — righi away .'' 

" Shall Ah frow hit away, Miss Bev'ly ? '* 

« We — 11, no ; ;^ou needn't do that," said Beverly. 
** Put it on my dressing-table. l'il attend to it." 

** Wha's become o* de gemman 'at wo' hit in the f ust 
place? Ah ain' seen him fo' two — three days." 

"Pm sure I don't know. He's probably asleep. 
That class of people never lose sleep over anything." 

***E's er pow'ful good-lookin' pusson,'* suggested 
jLwat Fanny. Beverly's eyes brightened. 

"Oh, do you think so?" she said, quite indiffer* 
ently. " What are you doing with that hat? " 

"Takin' out de featheh — jes' as " 
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Well, leave it alone. Don't disturb my things^ 
Aunt Fanny. How many times must I teli 
you " 

•* Good Lawd ! " was ali that Aunt Fanny could say. 

** Don't forget about the time-tables," said Bev- 
erly, as she sallied f orth f or her walk in the park. 

In the aftemoon she went driving with Frincess 
Yetive and the young Duke of Mizrox, upon whose 
innocent and sufficiently troubled head she was heap- 
ing secret abuse because of the news he brought. 
Later, Count Marlanx appeared at the castle for bis 
first lesson in poker. He looked so sure of himself 
that Beverly hated him to the point of desperation. 
At the same time she was eager to leam how matterà 
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stood with Baldos. The oount's threat stili hong 
over her head, veiled by ita rìdiculous shadow of 
meicj. She knew him well enough by this time io 
feel convinced that Baldos would bave io account for 
bis temerity, sooner or later. It was like tbe cat and 
the helplcss mouse. 

*^It's too hot," she protested, wben he announced 
bimself ready for the game. " Nobody plays poker 
wben it's 92 in the shade." 

•* But, your highness," complained the count, " war 
may break out any day. I cannot concede delay." 

" I think there's a game called * shooting craps,' '• 
suggestcd she serenely. ** It seems to me it would be 
particularly good for warriors. You could be shoot- 
ing something ali the time." 

He went away in a decidedly irascible frame of 
mind. She did not know it, but Baldos was soon 
afterward set to work in the garrison stables, a most 
loathsome occupation, in addition to bis duties as a 
guard by night. 

After mature deliberation Beverly set herself to the 
task of writing home to ber father. It was her 
supreme intentìon to convince him that she would be 
off for the States in an amazingly short time. The 
major, upon receiving the letter three weeks later, 
found nothing in it to warrant the belief that she was 
ever coming home. He did observe, however, that 
she had but little use for the army of Graustark, and 
was especially disappointed in the set of men Yetive 
retained as her private guard. For the life of ber, 
^verly could not bave told why she disapproved of 
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the guard in general or in particular, bui she was 
conscious of the f act, after the letter was posted, that 
ahe had said many things that might have been lef t 
unwritten. Besides, it was not Baldos's fault that 
she could not sleep; it was distinctlj her own. He 
had nothing to do with it. 

•* ni bet f ather will he glad to hear that I am com- 
ing home," she said to Yetive, after the letter was 
gone. 

" Oh, Beverly, dear, I hate to hear of your going,'* 
cried the princess. "When did you teli him you'd 
start?*' 

"Why, oh, — er — let me see; when did I say?. 
Dash me — as Mr, Anguish would say — I don't be- 
lieve I gave a date. It seems to me I said soon, that's 
ali." 

"You don't know how relieved I am,'* exclaimed 
lYetive rapturously, and Beverly was in high dudgeon 
because of the implied reflection. " I believe you are 
in a tiff with Baldos," went on Yetive airily. 

** Goodness ! How f oolish you can be at times» 
Yetive," was what Beverly gave back to her highnessi 
the Princess of Grausteurk. 

Late in the evening couriers came in from the 
Dawsbergen frontier with reports which created con- 
siderable excitement in castle and army circles. 
Prince Gabriel himself had been seen in the northem 
part of his domain, accompanied by a large detach- 
ment of picked soldiers. Lorry set out that verj] 
night for the frontier, happy in the belief that some- 
thing worth while was about to occur. General Mar» 
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lanx issued orden for the Edelweiss army oorps to 
mass beyond the southern gates of the city the next 
morning. Commands were also sent to the outlying 
garrisons. There was to be a general movement of 
troops before the end of the week. Graustark was 
not to be caught napping. 

Long after the departure of Lorry and Anguish, 
the princess sat on the balcony with Beverly and the 
Countess Dagmar. They did not talk much. The 
mission of these vcnturesome young American hus- 
hands was full of dangcr. Something in the air had 
told their wives that the first blows of war were to be 
struck before they looked again upon the men they 
loved. 

" I think we bave been betrayed by someone,'* said 
Dagmar, after an almost interminate silence. Her 
companion did not reply. " The couriers say that 
Gabriel knows where we are weakest at the front and 
that he knows our every movement, Yetive, there is a 
spy bere, after ali." 

" And that spy has access to the very heart of our 
deliberations," added Beverly pointedly. " I say 
this in bchalf of the man whom you evidently suspect, 
countess. He could not know these things." 

" I do not say that he does know, Miss Calhoun, but 
it is not beyond reason that he may be the go-between, 
the means of transferring information from the main 
traitor to the messengers who await outside our walls.*' 

•* Oh, I don't believe it! " cried Beverly hotly. 

** I wonder if these things would have happened if 
Baldos had ncver come to Eklelweiss? " mused the 
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princess. As though bj common impulse, both of the 
Graustark women placed their arms about Beverly. 

" It's because we bave so much at stake, Beverly, 
,dear," whispered Dagmar. "Forgive me if I bave 
hurt you.'* 

Of course, Beverly sobbed a little in the effort to 
convince them that she did not care whom they ac- 
cused, if he proved to be the right man in the end4 
They left ber alone on the balcony. For an hour 
after midnight she sat there and dreamed. Everyone 
was ready to turn against Baldos. Even she had been 
harsh toward him, for had she not seen him relegated 
to the most obnoxious of duties after promising him 
a far differcnt life? And now what was he thinking 
of ber? His descent from favor had followed upon 
the disclosures which made plain to each the identity 
of the other. No doubt he was attributing his degra- 
dation, in a sense, to the fact that she no longer 
relished his services, having seen a romantic little ideal 
shattered by his finn assertions. Of course, she knew 
that General Marlanx was alone instrumentai in as- 
signing him to the unpleasant duty he now observed, 
but how was Baldos to know that she was not the real 
power bchind the Iron Count? 

A light drizzle began to fall, cold and disagreeable. 
There were no stars, no moon. The ground below was 
black with shadows, but shimmering in spots touched 
by the f eeble park lamps. She retreated through ber 
window, determined to go to bed. Her rebellioafl 
brain, however, refused to banish him from her 
thoughts. She wondered if be were patroling the 
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castle grounds in the rain» in ali that lonely darimen» 
Seized bj a sudden inspiration, ahe threw a goMamer 
about ber, grasped an umbreUa and ventured out upon 
the balcony once more* Guiltily ahe searched the 
night through the fine drixiling rain ; ber ean listened 
^agerly f or the tread which was so well known to ber. 

At last he strode beneath a lamp not far away. He 
looked up, but, of course, couid not see ber against the 
dark wall. For a long time he stood motionless be- 
neath the light* She could not belp seeing that he 
was dejected, tired» unbappy. His sboulders 
drooped, and there was a general air of listlessness 
about the figure which had once been so full of cour- 
age and of hope. The post light fell directly upon 
his face. It was somber, despondent, strained. He 
wore the air of a prìsoner, Her heart went out to 
him Hke a flash. The debonair knight of the black 
patch was no more; in his place there stood a sullen 
slave to discipline. 

" Baldos ! " she called softly, her voice penetrating 
the dripping air with the cleamess of a beli. He 
must have been longing for the soimd of it, for he 
started and looked eagerly in her direction. His tali 
form straightened as he passcd his band over bis 
brow. It was but a voice from his dream, he thought. 
" Arendt you afraid you'll get wet? " asked the same 
low, sweet voice, with the suggestion of a laugh be- 
hind it. With long strides he crossed the pavement 
and stood almost directly beneath her. 

highness ! " he exclaimed gently, joyously, 
•* ^^ ^ you doing out there? '* 
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** Wondering, Baldos — wonderìng what you wcre 
tfaìnking of as you 8tood under the lamp over there." 

*^ I was thinking of your highness»" he called up» 
«oftly. 

" No, no ! " she protested. 

**I, too, was wonderìng — wonderìng what you 
were dreaming of as you slept, for you should be 
asleep at this hour, your highness, ìnstead of standing 
cut there in the rain." 

** Baldos," she called down tremulously, "you 
don't like this work, do you? '* 

" It has nothing but darkness in it for me. I never 
«ee the light of your eyes. I never f eel the '• 

" Sh ! You must not talk like that. It's not 
proper, and besides someone may be listening. The 
night has a thousand ears — or is it eyes? But 
listen: to-morrow you shall be restored to your old 
duties. You surely cannot believe that I had any- 
thing to do with the order which compels you to 
work at this unholy hour," 

" I was af raid you were punishing me for my bold- 
ness. My heart has been sore — you never can know 
how sore. I was disgraced, dismissed, forgot- 
ten " 

** No, no — you were not ! You must not say that. 
€k> away now, Baldos. You will ride with me to-mor* 
row," she crìed nervously, "Please go to some 
place where you won't get dripping wet." 

" You forget that I am on guard," he said with a 
laugh. ^^ But you are a wise counsellor. Ib the rain 

pleasant to you? '* 
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** I bave an umbrella,'* she protested. ** What are 
you doing?'' ahe cried in alarm. He was coming 
hand over hand, up the trellis-work that endosed the 
lower verandah. 

'^ I am coming to a place where I wonH get drlp- 
ping wet," he called softly. There was a dangerous 
ring in his voice and she drew back in a panie. 

" You must not ! " she cried desperately. " This ìm 
madness ! Go down, sir ! " 

^^ I am happy enough to fly, but cannot. So I do 
the next best thing — I climb to you." His arm was 
across the stone railing by this time and he was pant- 
ing from the exertion, not two feet from where she 
crouched. " Just one minute of heaven bef ore I go 
back to the shadows of earth. I am happy again. 
Marlanx told me you had dismissed me. I wonder 
what he holds in reserve f or me. I knew he lied, but 
it is not until now that I rejoice. Come, you are to 
shield me from the rain." 

" Oh, oh ! *' she gasped, overwhelmed by his daring 
passion. " I should die if anyone saw you bere." 
Yet she spasmodically extended the umbrella so that 
it covered him and left ber out in the drizzle. 

" And so should I," responded he softly. " Listen 
to me. For hours and hours I bave been longing f or 
the dear old hills in which you f ound me. I wanted 
to crawl out of Edelweiss and lose myself forever in 
the rocks and crags. To-night when you saw me I 
was trying to say good-bye to you forever. I 
was trying to make up my mind to desert. I could 
not endure the new order of things. You had cast 
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me off. My f riendB out there were eager to haye me 
with them. In the city everyone ìa ready to cali me a 
spy — even you, I thought* Life was black and 
drear. Now, my princess, it is as bright as heaven 
itself.»' 

^^ You must not talk like this," she whispered help- 
lessly. ** You are making me sorry I called to you.** 

*^ I should have heard you if you had only whis- 
pered) my rain princess. I have no right to talk of 

love I am a vagabond ; but I have a heart, and 

ìt is a bold one. Ferhaps I dream that I am here be- 
side you — so near that I can touch your face — but 
it is the sweetest of drcams. But f or it I should have 
lef t Edelweiss weeks ago. I shall never awaken f rom 
this dream ; you cannot rob me of the joys of dream- 
mg." 

Under the speli of his passion she drew nearer to 
him as he clung strongly to the rail. The roses at 
her throat carne so dose that he could bury his face 
in them. Her band touched his cheek, and he kissed 
its palm again and again, his wet lips stinging her 
blood to the tips of her toes. 

" Go away, please," she implored f aintly. " Don't 
you see that you must not stay here — now? ^ 

"A rose, my princess, — one rose to kiss ali 
through the long night," he whispered. She could 
f eel his eyes buming into her heart. With trembling, 
hurried fingers she tore loose a rose. He oould not 
seize it with his hands because of the position he heldf 
and she laughed tantalizingly. Then ihe kissed it 
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first m^d pressed it against his mcMith. Hìs lips and 
teeih closed over the stem and the rose was his. 

^ There are thoms,'' she whispered, ever so sof tly. 

^ They are the rìches of the poor/' he murmurcd 
with diflSculty/ but she understood. 

*^Naw, go," she saìd, drawing resolutely away. 
An instant later his head disappeared below the rail. 
Peering over the side she saw his figure spring easOy 
to the ground, and then carne the rapid, steady tramp 
as he went away on his dreary patrol. 

*^ I couidn't help it,'' she was whispering to herself 
between joy and shame. 

dancing instinctively out toward the solitary lamp 
she saw two men standing in its light. One of them 
was Greneral Marlanx; the other she knew to be the 
spy that watched Baldos. Her heart sank like lead 
when she saw that the two were peering intently 
toward the balcony where she stood, and where Baldoa 
had clung but a moment bef ore. 
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HE shrank back witK a great dread 
in ber heart. Marlanx, of ali meni 
Why was he in the park at this 
hour of the night? There could be 
but one answer, and the very thought 
of it almost suffocated ber. He was 
idrawing the net with bis own hands, he was spy- 
ing with bis own eyes. For a full minute it seemed to 
ber that ber heart would stop beating. How long 
bad be been standing there? What had he seen or 
heard? Imvoluntarily sbe peered over the rail for a 
glimpse of Baldos. He bad gone out into the dark- 
ness, missing the men at the lamp-post either by choice 
or through pure good fortune. A throb of thankf ul- 
ness assailcd ber heart. Sbe was not thinking of ber 
position, but of bis. 

Again she drew stealthily away from the rail, pos- 
sessed of a ridiculous feeling that ber form was as 
plain to the vision as if it were broad daylight. The 
tread of a man impelled ber to glance below once mote 
before fleeing to ber room. Marlanx was coming 
toward the verandab. She fled swiftly, pausing at 
the window to lower the friendly but f orgotten um- 
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brella. From bdow carne the sibilant hiss of a man 
seeking io attract ber attention* Once more she 
stopped io listen* The ^^hist" was repeated, and 
then ber own name was called sof tly bui imperatiyely. 
It was beyond the power of woman io keep from 
laughing. It struck ber as irresistibly funny that 
the Iron Count sbould be standing out there in the 
rain, signaling to ber like a love-sick boy. Once sbe 
was inside, bowever, it did not seem so amusing. 
Stili, it gave ber an immense amount of satisf action to 
slam the Windows loudly, as if in pure defiance* Then 
sbe closed the blinds, sbutting out the night cam- 
pletely. 

Tuming up the light at ber dressing-table, sbe sat 
down in a state of sudden collapse. For a long time 
sbe stared at ber face in the mirror. Sbe saw the 
red of shame and embarrassment mount to ber cheeks 
and then sbe covered ber eyes with ber bands. 

" Oh, what a fool you've been," sbe balf sobbed, 
sbrinking from the mirror as if it were an accuser. 

Sbe prepared for bed with frantic baste. Just as 
ske was about to scramble in and hide ber face in the 
pillows, a shocking thought came to ber. The next 
instant sbe was at the Windows and the slats were 
closed with a rattle like a volley of firearms. Then 
ske jumped into bed. Sbe wondered if the Windows 
imrt locked. Out sbe sprang again like a flash, and 
Iter little bare feet scurried across the room, first to 
tibe Windows and then to the door. 

** Now, I reckon Fm saf e," sbe murmured a moment 
later, again getting into bed. ^* I love to go to sleep 
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vith the rain patteiing outside like that. Oh, idear, 
Fm so sorry he has io walk ali night m thìs rain. 
Poor fellow! I wonder where he ìs now. Groodness, 
it's raining cats and dogs ! " 

But in spite of the rain she could not go to sleep. 
Vague f ears began to take possession of her. Some- 
thing dreadf ul told her that Count Marlanx was on 
the balcony and at her window, notwithstanding the 
rainpour. The fear became oppressive, maddening. 
She felt the man's presence ahnost as stronglj as if 
he were in plain view. He was there, she knew it. 

The little revolver that had served her so VÉdiantly 
at the Inn of the Hawk and Raven lay upon a stool 
near the bedside every night. Consumed by the fear 
that the window might open slowly at any moment, she 
reached forth and clutched the weapon. Then she 
shrank back in the bed, her eyes fixed upon the black 
space across the room. For hours she shivered and 
waited for the window to open, dozing away time and 
again only to come back to wakef ulness with a start* 

The next moming she confessed to herself that her 
f ears had been silly. Her first act after breakf asting 
alone in her room was to seek out Colonel Quinnox, 
commander of the castle guard. In her mind she was 
greatly troubled over the fate of the bold visitor of 
the night before. There was a warm, red glow in 
her face and a quick beat in her heart as she crossed 
the parade-ground. Vagabond though he was, he 
had conquered where princes had failed. Her better 
judgment told her that she could he nothing to this 
debenair knight of the road, yet her heart stubbomly 
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retisted ali the argomente tbt her leMoo put f ortfa. 

Colonel Quìnnox wai pleasant» but he ocmld gire 
Beverly no promise of lenìency in regaid io Baldot. 
Instructions had come to him f rom General Mm-Uw-rj 
and he oould noi set them ande at wilL Her pka 
that he mi£^t once mcHne he aasigned to old-time duties 
f ound the colonel regretfullj obdurate. Baldos oonld 
not ride with her again until MArUti-r withdrew the 
order which now obtained. Beverly swallowed her 
pride and resentment diplomaticaUj, smiled her sweet- 
est upon the distressed colonel, and marched defiantly 
back to the castle. Down in her rebeUious, insnlted 
heart she was concocting ali sorts of plans for re- 
venge. Chief among them was the terrible overthrow 
of the Iron Count. Her wide scope of vengeance 
even contemplated the destniction of Graustark if her 
end could be obtained in no other way. 

Full of these bitter-sweet thoughts she carne to the 
castle doors before she saw who was waiting for her 
upon the great verandah. As she mounted the stcps, 
a preoccupied frown upon her fair brow, Greneral Mar- 
iani, lean, crafty and confident, advanced to greet 
her. The early hour was responsible for the bright 
solltude which marked the place. But few signs of 
life were in evidence about the castle. 

She stoppcd with a sharp exclamation of surprise. 
Then scom and indignation rushed in to fili the place 
of astonishment. She f aced the smiling old man witH 
anger in her eyes. 

** Good moming," he said, extending bis band, 
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whìch she did not see. She was wondering how much 
he had seen and heard at midnight. 

** I thought the troops were massing this moming," 
■he said coldly. *^Don't you mass, too?" 

^^ There is time enough f or that, my dear. I carne 
to have a talk with you — in private,'* he said mean- 
ingly- 

*^It ìs snflSciently private here, Count Marlanx* 
What have you to say to me? " 

" I want to talk about last night. You were very^ 
reckless to do what you did.'* 

" Oh, you ìvere playing the spy, then? " she askeiJ 
scomfully. 

"An involuntary observer, believe me — and a 
jealous one. I had hoped to win the affections of an 
innocent girl. What I saw last night shocked me 
beyond expression.'* 

**Well, you shouldn't have looked," she retorteci, 
tossing her chin ; and the red f eather in her hat bobbed 
angrily. 

^^ I am surprised that one as clevcr as you are could 
have carried on an amour so incautiously," he said 
blandly. 

** What do you mean? '* 

** I mean that I saw everything that occurred." 

**Well, Pm not ashamed of it," obstinately^ 
** Good-bye, Coimt Marlanx.'* 

^^ One moment, please. I cannot let you off so 
easily. What right had you to take that man into 
your room, a place sacred in the palace of Graustark? 
iAnswer me, Miss Calhoun." 
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Beverly drew back in horror and bewilderment. 

" Into my room? " «he gasped. 

^* Let US waste no time in subterf uge. I saw him 
come from your window, and I saw ali that passed 
between you in the balcony. Love's eyes are keen. 
What occurred in your chamber I can only ^^ 
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" Stop ! How dare you say such a thing to me? 
she fiercely cried. "You miserable coward! You 
know he was not in my room. Take it back — take 
back every word of that lie ! '' She was white witK 
passion, cold with terror. 

" Bah ! This is childish. I am not the only one 
who saw him, my dear. He was in your room — you 
were in his arms. It's useless to deny it. And to 
think that I have spared him from death to have it 
come to this ! You need not look so horrified. Your 
secret is safe with me, I come to make terms with 
you. My silence in exchange f or your beauty. It's 
worth it to you. One word from me, you are dis- 
graced and Baldos dies. Come, my fair lady, give 
me your promise, it's a good bargain f or both." 

Beverly was trembling like a leaf . This phase of 
his villainy had not occurred to her. She was like a 
bird trying to avoid the charmed eye of the serpent. 

" Oh, you — you miserable wretch ! " she cried, 
hoarse with anger and despair. ** What a cur you 
are! You know you are not speaking the truth. 
How can you say such things to me? I have never 

wronged you " She was almost in tears, im- 

potent with shame and fear. 

It has been a pretty game of love for you and 
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tUe exoellent Baldos. You bave decelved those who 
love you beat and trust you most. What wìU the 
prìncess say when she hears of last night's merry 
escapade? What will she say when she leams who 
was hostess to a common guardsman at the midnight 
hour? It is no wonder that you look terrified. It is 
for you to say whether she is to know or not, You 
can bind me to silence. You bave lost Baldos. Take 
me and aU that I can give you in bis stead, and the 
world nevcr shall know the truth. You love bim, I 
know, and there is but one way to save bim. Say the 
word and he goes free to the hills; decline and bis 
lif e is not worth a breath of air." 

"And pretending to believe this of me, you stili 
ask me to he your wife. What kind of a man are 
you? " she demanded, scarcely able to speak. 

" My wife? " he said barsbly. " Oh, no. You are 
not the wife of Baldos," he added significantly. 

" Good God ! " gasped Beverly, crushed by the 
brutality of it ali. " I would sooner die. Would to 
beaven my f ather were bere, he would sboot you as he 
would a dog ! Oh, bow I loatbe you ! Don't you try 
to stop me ! I shall go to the prìncess myself . She 
shall know what manner of beast you are." 

She was racing up the steps, flamìng with anger 
and sbame. 

"Rcmember, I can prove what I bave said. Be- 
ware what you do. I love you so much that I now ask 
you to become my wife, Tbink well over it, Your 
honor and bis lif e! It rests with you," he crìed 
eagerly, foUowing ber to the door. 
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^^You disgusting old fool," she hissed, tuming 
upon him as she pulled the big brasa knocker on tha 
door. 

** 1 must have mj answer to-night, or you know 
what will happen," he snarled, but he f elt in his heart 
that he had lost through his eagemess. 

She flew to Yetive's boudoir, consumed by rage and 
mortification. Between sobs and feminine maledic- 
tions she poured the whole story, in ali its ugliness, 
ìnto the ears of the princess. 

" Now, Yetive, you have to stand by me in this,'* 
annoimced the narrator condusively, her eyes beam- 
ing hopefully through her tears. 

** I cannot prevent General Marlanx f rom pref er- 
ring serious charges against Baldos, dear. I know 
he was not in your room last night. You did not 
bave to teli me that, because I saw you both at the 
balcony rail.'* Beverly's face took on such a radiant 
look of rejoicing that Yetive was amply paid for the 
surprising and gratifying acknowledgment of a scc- 
ond period of eavesdropping. "You may depend 
upon me to protect you f rom Marlanx. He can make 
it very unpleasant for Baldos, but he shall pay dearly 
for this insult to you. He has gone too far." 

" I don't think he has any proof against Baldos," 
said Beverly, thinking only of the guardsman. 

"But it is so easy to manufacture evidence, my 
3ear. The Iron Count has set his heart upon having 
you, and he is not the man to be tumed aside easily." 

** He seems to think he can get wives as easily as 

gets rid of them, I observe. I was going back to 
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Washington soon, Yeiive, but Fll stay on now and see 
ihÌ8 thing io the end. He can't scare a Calhoun, no 
8Ìr-ee. l'il telegraph for my brother Dan to come 
over here and punch hìs head to pieces." 

** Now, now, — don't be so high and mightj, dear. 
Let US see how rational we can be," said the princess 
gently. Whereupon the hot-headed girl from Dixie 
suspended hostilities and became a very demure young 
woman. Before long she was confessing timidly, 
(hen boldly, that she iJved Baldos better than anjr- 
thing in ali the world. 

" I can't help it, Yetive. I know I oughtn't to, 
but what is there to do when one can't help it? There 
woiild be an awf ul row at home if I married him. 0£ 
course, he hasn't asked me. Maybe he won't. In 
fact, l'm sure he won't. I shan't give him a chance. 
But if he does ask me l'il just keep putting him off. 
ÌPve done it before, you know. You see, for a long, 
long time, I f ancied he might be a prince, but he isn't 
at ali. l've had his word for it. He's just an ordì- 
nary person — Uke — like — well, like I am. Only 
he doesn't look so ordlnary. Isn't he handsome, Ye- 
tive? And, dear me, he is so impulsive! If he had 
asked me to jump over the balcony rail with him last 
night, I believe I would have done it. Wouldn't that 
bave surprised old Marlanx? " Beverly gave a merryj 
laugh. The troubles of the morning seemed to f ade 
away rmder the warmth of ber humor. Yetive sat 
back and marvelled at the manner in which this blithe 
jjroimg American c€tót out the " blue devils." 

" You must not do anything foolish, Beverly,** she 
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cautloned. ** Your parents would never f orgiye me 
if I allowed you io marrj or even io fall in love wìth 
any Tom, Dick or Harry over bere. Baldos may be 
the gallant, honest gentleman we believe him to he» 
but he also may be the worst of adventurers. One can 
never teli, dear. I wish now that I had net himiored 
you in your pian to bring him to the castle. Fm 
afraid I bave done wrong. You bave seen too mucb 
•f him and — oh, well, you xtìU be sensible, won't you, 
dear?" There was real concem in the face of the 
princess. Beverly kissed ber rapturously. 

** Don't worry about me, Yetive. I know how to 
talee care of myself . Worry about your old Gabriel, 
if you like, but don't bother your head about me," 
she crìed airily. "Now let's talk about the war. 
Marlanx won't do anything until he hears from me. 
What's the use worrying? " 

Nightf ali brought General Marlanx in from the 
camps outside the gates. He carne direct to the 
castle and boldly sent word to Beverly that he must 
speak to ber at once. She promptly answered that 
she did not want to see him and would not. Without 
a moment's hesitation he appealed for an audience 
with the princess, and it was granted. 

He proceeded, with irate coolness, to ask how far 
fihc believed herself bound to protect the person of 
Baldos, the guard. He understood that she was 
under certaìn obligations to Miss Calhoun and he 
wantcd to be perfectly sure of bis position bef ore tak- 
ing a step which now seemed imperative. Baldos was 
• spy in the employ of Dawsbergen. He had sufB- 
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cient proof to warrant his arresi and execution ; there 
were documents, and there was positive knowledge 
ihat he had conferred with strangers from time to 
time, even within the walls of the castle grounds. 
Marlanx cited instances in which Baldos had been 
seen talking to a strange old man inside the grounds, 
and prof essed to have proof that he had gone so far 
as to steal away by night to meet men beyond the 
city walls. He was now ready to seizc the guard, 
but would not do so until he had conferred with his 
Bovereign. 

" Miss Calhoun tells me that you have made certain 
proposais to her, Count Marlanx,*' said Yetive coldly, 
her eyes upon his hawkish face. 

** I have asked her to be my wif e, yonr highncss." 
" You have threatened her, Count Marlanx." 
" She has exposed herself to you? I would not 
have told what I saw last night.*' 

" Would it interest you to know that I saw evcry- 
thing that passed on the balcony last night? You 
will allow me to say, general, that you have behaved 
in a most outrageous manner in approaching my 
guest with such f oul proposais. Stop, sir ! She has 
told me everything and I believe her. I believe my 
own eyes. There is no need to discuss the matter 
further. You have lost the right to be called a man. 
For the present I have only to say that you shall be 
relieved of the command of my army. The man who 
makes war on women is not fit to serve one. As for 
Baldos, you are at liberty to prefer the charges. Hi 
"hall have a fair trial, rest assured." 
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^^Your highness, bear me," implored Marlanx» 
white to the roots of his hair. 

** I wìll bear what you bave to saj wben my bus- 
band ìs at my side." 

^^ I can but stand condemned, tben, your bigbness, 
witbout a bearing. My vindication will come, bow- 
ever, Witb your permission, I retire to contrive the 
arrest of this spy. You may depose me, but you can- 
not ask me to neglect my duty to Graustark. I bave 

tried to save bim for Miss Calhoim's sake " 

But ber band was pointing to the door. 

Ten minutes later Beverly was hearing everything 
from the lips of the princcss, and Marlanx was curs- 
ing his way toward the barracks, vengeance in bis 
beart. But a swif t messenger from the castle reached 
the guard-room ahead of bim. Colone! Quinnox was 
reading an officiai note from the princess wben Mar- 
lanx strode angrily into the room. 

"Bring this fellow Baldos to me, Colonel Quin- 
nox," he said, without greeting. 

" I regret to say that I bave but this instant re- 
ceived a message from ber highness, commanding me 
to send bim to the castle," said Quinnox, with a smile. 

"The devili Wliat foolishness is this?" snarled 
tlie Iron Count. 

" Have a care, sir," said Quinnox stiffly. " It is 
cf the princess you speak." 

" Bah ! I am bere to order the man's arrest. It is 
more important than " 

" Nevertheless, sir, he goes to the castle first. This 
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note says that I am to disregard an j command jou 
maj give untìl further noiice.'' 

Marlanx fell back amazed and stunned. At ibis 
juncture Baldos entered the room. Quinnox handed 
him an envelope, telling him that ìt was f rom the prin- 
cess and that he was to repair at once to the castle. 
Baldos glanced at the handwrìting, and his face Ut up 
proudly. 

^^ I am ready to go, sir," he said, passing the Iron 
Count wìth a most disconcerting smfle on his face. 
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ALDOS staried off at once for the 

essile, bis heart singing. In the 

darlcnesB of the night he kìssed the 

message which had come to him f rom 

"her highness." The envdope had 

been dosed with the officiai seal of 

Yetive, Princess of Graustark, and was sacred to the 

cyes of anyone save the man to whom it was directed. 

The words it contained were bumed deep in his brain : 

"You are ordcrcd to rcport for duty in the castlc. Come 
at once. Herhighness has sentan officiai command to Colonel 
Quinnox. Count Marlanx has been here. You are not ex- 
pected to descrt until you havc secn me. There is an under- 
ground passage somcwhere. — B." 

Baldos went alone and swif tly. The note to Colonel 
Quinnox had been imperative. He was to serve as an 
inner guard until fnrther orders. Someone, it was 
reported, had tried to entcr Miss Calhoun's room fr#m 
the outside during the rainstorm of the previous night, 
and a special guard was to he stationed near the door. 
Ali of this was unknown to Baldos, but he did not 
ask for any explanations. 

He was half way to the castle when the sharp re- 
port of a gun startled him. A bullet whizzed dose 
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to bis ear! Baldos broke into a crouching nin, but 
did not change bis course. He knew that tbe sbot 
was mtended f or bim, and tbat its mission was to pre- 
yent bìm f rom reacbing tbe castle. Tbe attendants at 
tbe castle door admitted bim, panting and excited, 
and be was taken immediately to tbe encbanted 
boudoir of tbe prineess wbich but few men were for- 
tunate enougb to enter. Tbere were tbree women in 
tbe room. 

** I am bere to report, your bigbness,** said be, bow- 
ìng low bef ore tbe real prineess, witb a smile upon 
bis flusbed face. 

"You are prompt," said tbe prineess. "Wbat 
bave you to report, sir? " 

^^ Tbat an attempt bas just been made to kill a 
member of the castle guard," be coolly answered. 

** Impossible ! '* 

" I am quite certain of it, your bigbness. Tbe 
bullet almost clipped my ear.'* 

" Good beavens ! " gasped tbe listeners. Tben tbey 
eagerly plied bim witb more agitated questions tban 
be couid answer. 

" And did you not pursue tbe wretcb? '' cried tbe 
prineess. 

" No, your bigbness. I was commanded to report 
to you at once. Only tbe success of tbe assassin 
coiild bave made me — well, besitate," said be calmly. 
** A soldier bas but to obey." 

** Do you tbink tbere was a deliberate attempt to 
kill you? " asked tbe Countess Dagmar. Beverly 
Calboun was dumb witb constemation. 



ata>e oi abscncc for lialf an hour. 
longing to investigate." Tlicre 
glcam in Iiis eyes. 

** No, no ! " cried Beverly. " D( 
out there again. You are to stay 
castle, tir. We bave something el 
li was that awf ul old Marlanx ^ 
He »' 

"I left General Marlanx in C 
quarters, Miss Calhoun," interpose< 
^^ He coiild not bave fired the shot. 
nights, your highness, I have been f 
ged with humiliating persistence by 
ing the uniforms of castle guards 
sleep at tbe barracks. May I ask ¥ 
to be submitted to such treatment? 
trace of poorly concealed indignatici 

*^ I assure you that this is news to 
in amazement. 

" I am beinfiT wat/*^*^ „«:!?▼ 
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grudge and yet he f ears me. I know full well that he 
and his agents have built a strong case against me. 
They are almost ready to dose in upon me, and they 
:inll have false evidence so craf tily prepared that even 
my truest f riends may doubt my loyalty to you and 
to the cause I serve. Before God, I have been true 
to my oath. I am loyal to Graustark. It was a 
aorry day when I lef t the valley and '* 

"Oh! cried Beverly piteously. "Don't say 
that.'* 

"Alas, Miss Calhoun, ìt is true,'' said he sadly. 
^ I am penned up here where I cannot fight back. 
iTreason is laid against me. But, beyond ali this, I 
have permitted my loyalty to mislead my ambition. 
I have aspired to something I can cherish but never 
possess. Better that I never shouid have tasted of 
the imattainable than to have the cup withdrawn just 
as its sweetness begins to intoxicate." 

He stood before them, pale with suppressed emo- 
lion. The women of Graustark looked involuntarily 
at Beverly, who sat cold and voiceless, staring at the 
face of the guard. She knew what he meant; she 
knew that something was expected of her. A word 
from her and he would understand that he had not 
tasted of the imattainable. In one brief moment she 
saw that she had deliberately led him on, that she had 
encouraged him, that she actually had proffered him 
the cup from which he had begun to sip the bittemess. 
Pride and love were waging a coniSict in this hapless 
southern girl's heart. But she was silent. She could 
not say the word. 
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^ I think I know what jou mean, Baldos," aaid Te* 
tiTe, seeing tbat Beverly would noi intervene. ^ We 
are sorry. No one trusts io joiir honor more than I 
do. My husband believes in you. I wìll oonf ess that 
yoa are io be arresied as a spy io-morrow. To-nìg^it 
you are io serve as a guard in ihe casile. This should 
prove io you ihai I have unbounded faiih in you* 
Moreover, I believe in you io ihe exieni ihai I should 
noi be afraid io irusi you if you were io go oui inio 
ihe world wiih every secrei which we possess. You 
carne bere under a peculiar siress of drcumsiances, 
noi wholly of your own voliiion. Believe me, I am 
your friend." 

" I shall revere your highness f orever f or ihose 
words," said he simply. His eyes weni hungrily 
io Beverly's averied face, and ihen assumed a care- 
less gleam which indicaied ihai he had resigned him- 
self io ihe ineviiable. 

** I am consirained io ask you one quesiion, sir," 
weni on ihe princess. ^'You are noi ihe co|amon 
goai-himier you assume. Will you iell me in con- 
fidencc who you really are? " The oihers held iheir 
breaih. He hesiiaied for a momeni. 

" Will it suffice if I say ihai I am an unf oriunaie 
friend and advocaie of Prince Danian? I have 
risked everyihing for his sake and I fear I have losi 
everyihing. I have failed io be of service io him, 
bui ihrough no f auli of mine. Faie has been agaiasi 
me." 

^^You are Chrisiobal," cried Dagmar eagerly. 
He gave ber a siariled glance, bui oiSfered no deniaL 
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Beverly's face was a study. If he were ChristobaI, 
then what of the game-warden's daughter? 

" We shall question you no f urther," said Yetive. 
^ You enlisted to serve Miss Calhoun. It is f or her io 
command you whìle you are here. May Grod he with 
you to the end. Miss Calhoun, will you teli him 
what his duties are for to-night? Come, my dear." 

Yetive and Dagmar walked slowly from the room» 
leaving Beverly and her guard alone. 

*'I am at your service, Miss Calhoun," he said 
easily. His apparent indiffcrence stung her into 
womanly revolt. 

" I was a fool last night," she said abruptly. 

" No ; I was the fool. I have been the fool from 
the beginning. You shall not blame yourself , for I 
éo not blame you. It has been a sweet comedy, a 
suramer pastime. Forget what I may have said to 
you last night, forget what my eyes may have said 
for weeks and weeks." 

" I shall never forget,'* said she. " You deserve 
Ihe best in the world. Would that I could give it to 
you. You have braved many dangers for my sake. 
I shall not forget. Do you know that we were 
watched last night? " 

"Watched?" he cried incredulously. "Oh, fool 
that I am ! I might have known. And I have sub- 
jccted you to — to — donH teli me that harsh things 
have been said to you. Miss Calhoun!" He was 
ideeply disturbed. 

"General Marlanx saw you. He has threatened 
me, Baldos, " 
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«"I wiUkmhim! What do I care f or the 
quencei? He ihall paj dearlj for ** 

^ Stop! Where are joa going? Yoa are to 
inain bere, tir, and take jour confimandu f rom me. I 
don't want yoa to kill him. Tbej'd hang yoa or 
fcnnethuig just as bad. He's going to he punished» 
never f ear ! " Baldos smiled in spite of bis dismay. 
It was impoMible to face tbis confidoit young cbam- 
pion in pctticoats witbout catcbing ber entbusiasm. 
"What bave you done with — witb tbat rose?" sbe 
askcd suddenly, flusbing and diffident. Her eyes 
gliflicned witb embarrassment. 

** It lies next my heart. I love it," be said bravely, 

" I think l'U command you to return it to me," 
sraguely. 

^^ A command to be dlsobeycd. It is in excbange 
for my fcathcr," he smiled confidcntly. 

" Wcll, of course, if you are going to be mean 
about — Now, let me see," she said confusedly; 
"what are your duties for to-night? You are to 
stand guard in the corridor. Once in awkile you will 
go out upon the balcony and take a look. You see, I 
am afruid of somconc. Oh, Baldos, what's the use 
of my trifling like this? You are to escape from 
Edelweiss to-night. That is the whole pian — the 
whole idea in a nutshell. Don't look like that. Don't 
you want to go ? " Now she was trembling with ex" 
citemcnt. 

" I do not want to Icave you," he cried eagerly. 
** It would be cowardly. Marlanx would understand 
tbat you gave aid and sanction. You would be left to 
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face the charges he would make. Don't you see» 
Beverly? You would he implicated — you would be 
accused. Why did you noi lei me kill him? No; I 
will not go!" Neither noticed the name by which 
he had called her. 

" But I insist,'* she cried weakly. " You must go 
away f rom me. I — I oommand you to — '* 

" Is it because you want to drive me out of your 
life forever?" he demanded, sudden understandìng 
coming to him. 

" Don't put it that way,'* she murmured. 

" Is it because you care f or me that you want me 
to go?" he insisted, drawing near. ^'Is it because 
you fear the love I bear for you? " 

" Love? You don't really — Stop ! Remember 
where you are, slr! You must not go on with it, 
Baldos. Don't come a step nearer. Do go to-night ! 
It is for the best. I bave been awfully wicked in let- 
ting it run on as it has. Forgive me, please f orgive 
me," she pleaded. He drew back, pale and hurt. A 
great dignity settled upon his face. His dark eyes 
crushcd her with their quiet scom. 

" I understand. Miss Calhoun. The play ia over. 
You will find the luckless vagabond a gentleman, 
after ali. You ask me to desert the cause I serve» 
That is cnough. I shall go to-night." 

The girl was near to surrender. Had it not been 
for the persistent fear that her proud old f ather might 
Buffer from her wilfulness, she would bave thrown 
down the barrìer and risked everything in the choice; 
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Her heart was crTÌng out hungrilj f or the lore q£ 
this tali, mysterious soldier of fortune. 

^^ It is best," she murmured finally. Later on ahe 
was to know the meamng of the pecuUar smile he 
gave her. 

^' I go because you dismiss me, not because I f ear 
an enemy. If you choose to remember me at ali, 
be just enough to belle ve that I am not a shameless 
coward.'' 

'^ You are brave and true and good, and I am a mìs- 
erable, deceitful wretch," she lamented. "You irill 
seek Ravone and the others? " 

" Yes. They are my f riends. They love my pov- 
erty. And now, may it please your highness, when 
am I to go forth and in what garb? I should no 
longer wear the honest imiform of a Graustark 
guard." 

" Leave it to me. Everything shall be arranged. 
You will be discreet? No one is to know that I am 
your — " 

^'Rest assured. Miss Calhoun. I have a dose 
mouth,'' and he smiled contemptuously. 

" I agree with you,'* said she regretf ully. " You 
know how to hold your tongue." He laughed 
harshly. "For once in a way, will you answer a 
question?" 

** I will not promise." 

"You say that you are Dantan's friend. Is it 
true that he is to marry the daughter of the Duke o£ 
Matz, Countess Iolanda?'' 

•* It has been so reported." 
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« Ig she beautiful? '* 

" Yes ; exceedingly .** 

^ Bui is he to marry ber? " she insisted, she knew 
not why. 

** How should I know, your highness? " 

'^ If you cali me ' your highness ' again FU despise 
you," she flared miserably. '^ Another question. Is 
it true that the young Duke Christobal fled because 
his father objected to his marriage with a game- 
warden's daughter?'* 

** I have never heard so," with a touch of hauteur. 

<< Does he know that the girl is dead? " she asked 
cruelly. Baldos did not answer f or a long time. He 
stared at her steadily, his eyes expressing no emotioB 
from which she could judge him. 

*^ 1 think he is ignorant of that calamity, Miss 
Calhoun," he said. "With your permission, I shall 
withdraw. There is nothing to be gained by delay.'* 
It was such a palpable affront that she shrank within 
herself and could bave cried. 

Without answering, she walked unsteadily to the 
window and looked out into the night. A mist carne 
into her eyes. For many minutes she remained there, 
striving to regain control of her emotions. Ali this 
time she knew that he was standing just where she 
had left him, like a statue, awaiting her command. 
At last she f aced him resolutely. 

**You will receive instructions as to your duties 
here from the guard at the stairs. When you bear 
the hall clock strike the hour of two in the moming 
£o into the chapel, but do not let anyone see you or 
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CHAPTER XXIV 



BENEATH THE GROUND 
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HILE Baldos was standing guard in 
the long, lofty hallwaj the Iron 
Count was busy with the machina- 
tions which were calculated to result 
in a startling upheaval with the 
break of a new day. He prepared 
and swore to the charges preferred against Baldo8« 
They were despatched to the princess f or her perusal 
in the morning. Then he set about preparing the 
vilest accusations against Beverly Calhoun. In his 
own handwriting and over his own signature he 
charged her with complicity in the betrayal of Grau- 
stark, influenced by the desires of the lover who mas- 
queraded as her protégé. At some length he dwelt 
upon the well-laid plot of the spy and his accomplice. 
, He told of their secret meetings, their outrages 
against the dignity of the court, and their unmistak- 
able animosity toward Graustark. For each and 
every count in his vicious indictment against the girl 
he professed to bave absolute proof by means of more 
than one reputable witness. 

It was not the design of Marlanx to present this 
document to the princess and her cabinet. He knew 
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full well that it would meet the fate it deserved. It 
was intcnded f or the eyes of Beverly Calhoun alone. 
By means of the vile accusatlons, false though they^ 
were, he hoped to terrorize her into submissioxu 
He longed to possess thìs lìthe, beautiful creature 
f rom over the sea. In ali his lif e he had not hungered 
f or anything as he now craved Beverly Calhoun. He 
saw that his position in the army was rendered inse- 
cure by the events of the last day. A bold, vicious 
stroke was his only means for securing the prize he 
longed for more than he longed for honor and fame. 

Restlcss and enraged, consumed by jealousy and 
fear, he hung about the castle grounds long after he 
had drawn the diabolical charges. He knew that 
Baldos was inside the castle, favored, while he, a 
noble of the realm, was relegated to ignominy and the 
promise of degradation. Encamped outside the city 
walls the army lay without a leader. Each hour saw 
the numbers augmented by the arrivai of reserves 
from the districts of the principality. His place was 
cut there with the staff. Yet he could not drag him- 
self away from the charmed circle in which his prey 
was sleeping. Morose and grim, he anxiously paced 
to and fro in an obscure corner of the grounds. 

"What keeps the scoimdrel?" he said to himself 
angrily. 

Presently, a viUainous looking man dressed in the 
unif orm of the guards, stealthily approached. ** I 
missed him, general, but I will get him the next time," 
growled the man. 

" Curse you for a f ool ! " hissed Marlanx through 
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liis teeth. As another hireling carne up. ^^What 
have you got to say ? " 

The man reportcd that Baldos had been seen on 
the balcony alone, evidently on watch. 

Marlanx ground his teeth and his blood stormed bis 
reason. " The job must be done to-nighL You bave 
your instructions. Capture him if possible; but if 
necessary, kill him. You know your fate, if you 
fail." Marlanx actually grinned at the thought of 
the punishment he would mete out to them. '' New 
beoff!'' 

Rashly he made his way to the castle front. A 
bright moon cast its mellow glow over the mass of 
fitone outlined against the western sky. For an hour 
he glowered in the shade of the trees, giving but slight 
heed to the guards who passed from time to time. 
His eyes never left the enchanted balcony. 

At last he saw the man. Baldos came from the 
idoor at the end of the balcony, paced the full length 
in the moonlight, paused for a moment near Beverly 
Calhoun's window and then disappeared through the 
flame door that had afforded him egress. 

Inside the dark castle the clock at the end of the 
hall melodiously boomed the hour of two. Dead 
quiet foUowed the soft echoes of the gong. A tali 
figure stealthily opened the door to Yetive's chapd 
and stepped inside. There was a streak of moon- 
light through the clear window at the far end of the 
room. Baldos, his heart beating rapidly, stood stili 
for a moment, awaiting the next move in the game. 
tThe ghost-like figure of a woman suddenly stood 
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bef ore him in the path of the moonbeani) a hooded 
figure in dark robes. He fttarted as if confronted 
b j the supematuraL 

^* Come/' carne in an agitated whisper, and he 
atepped to the side of the phantom. She tumed and 
the moonlight f eli upon the face of Beverly Calhoun* 
*• Don't speak. Follow me as quickly as you can/' 

He grasped her arm» bringing her to a standstiU. 

'^ I bave changed my mind," he whispered in her 
ear. " Do you think I will run away and leave you 
to shoulder the blame for ali thisp On the balconj 
near your window an hour ago I " 

"It doesn't make any diflTerence," she argued. 
*' You bave to go. I want you to go. If you knew 
just how I feel toward you you would go without a 
murmur." 

" You mean that you hate me/' he groancd. 

'^I wouldn't be so unkind as to say that," she 
fluttered. "I don't know who you are. Come; we 
can't delay a minute. I bave a key to the gate at 
the other end of the passage and I know where the 
secret panel is located. Hush! It doesn't matter 
where I got the key. See ! See how easy it is? *' 

He felt her tense little fingers in the darkness 
searching for bis. Their hands were icy cold when the 
clasp carne. Together they stood in a niche of the 
Wall near the chancel rail. It was dark and a cold 
draft of air blew across their faccs. He could not 
see, but there was proof enough that she had opened 
the secret panel in the wall, and that the damp, chili 
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air carne f rom the underground passage, which led to 
a point outside the city walls. 

" You go first," she whispered nervously. ** Fm 
afraid. There is a lantem on the steps and I have 
some matchcs. We'll light it as soon as — Oh, what 
was that?" 

" Don't be frightened," he said. " I think it was 
a rat." 

" Good gracious ! " she gasped. " I wouldn't go 
in there for the world." 

" Do you mean to say that you intended to do so? " 
he asked eagerly. 

" Certainly. Someone has to return the key to 
the outer gate. Oh, I suppose l'il have to go in. 
lYou'll keep them off, won't you?" plaintively. He 
was smiling in the darkness, thinking what a dear, 
whimsical thing she was. 

" With my lif e," he said softly. 

" They're ten times worse than lions," she an- 
nounced. 

" You must not forget that you return alone," he 
said triumphantly. 

**But l'U have the lantem going full blast," she 
said, and then allowed him to lead her into the narrow 
passagcway. She closed the panel and then felt about 
with her f oot until it located the lantem. In a min- 
ute they had a light. " Now, don't be afraid," she 
said encouragingly. He laughed in pure delight; 
she misunderstood his mirth and was conscious of a 
new and an almost unendurable pang. He was filled 
ifith exhilaration over the prospect of escape ! Some- 



mer " he said intcnsLly, n nil^hty l 
breast. Siic Liu/^^lnd hut drew back un 

" And live unhappily cvcr afterwar 
** Oh, dear me ! Isn't this a f unnj 
Just think of me, Beverly Calhoun, be 
in schemes and piota and intrigues and 
seems like a great big dream. And 
me: you will find a raìncoat at the foot 
I couldn't get other clothes f or you, so 
wear the unìform. There's a stifF hat o: 
also. You've no idea how difficult it is 
oollect clothes f or a man. There doesn 
any real excuse for it, you know. Good 
black ahead there, doesn't it? I hate 
things. They're so damp and ali that. 
it, do you suppose, to the door in the wall 
chattering on, simply to keep up her coi 
make her fairest show of composure. 

" It's a little more than three hundre 
replied. They were advancinc^ tbroncrK 
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*^I have traversed the passage before. Miss Cai- 
houn»" he replied. She stopped like one paralyzedy 
her eyes wide and incredulous. *' Franz was mj 
guide f rom the outer gate into the chapel. It is easy 
enough to get outside the walls, but extremely difficult 
to return," he went on easily. 

^^ You mean to say that you have been in and out 
by way of this passage? Then, what was your 
object, sir? " she demanded stemly. 

" My desire to communicate with f riends who could 
not enter the city, Will it interest you if I say that 
the particular object of my concem was a young 
woman? " 

She gasped and was stubbomly silent f or a long 
time. Bitter resentment filled her soul, bitter disap- 
pointmcnt in this young man. " A young woman ! " 
he had said, oh, so insolently. There could be but one 
inference, one conclusion. The realization of it set- 
tled one point in her mind f orever. 

"It wouldn't interest me in the least. I don't 
even care who she was. Permit me to wish you much 
Joy with her. Why don't you go on? *' irritably, 
forgetting that it was she who delayed progress. 
His smile was invisible in the blackness above the 
lantem. There were no words spoken until after they 
had reached the little door in the wall. 

Here the passage was wider. There were casks and 
chests on the floor, evidently containing artides that 
required instant removal from Edelweiss in case of 
an emergencjr. 



■80 BEVERLY OF 6BAUSTARS 

^ Who was that woman? " she aiked at lasC Tilt 
key io the door was in the nerroua little hand. 

^^One Tcry near and dear to me» Misi Calhoim. 
That's ali I can saj at this tìme.'' 

'^Well, this Ì8 the only time you will have the 
chance,'' she cried loftily. '^ Here we part. 
Hush!" she whispered» involuntarily grasping his 
arm. ^* I think I heard a step. Can anyone he f oUow- 
ing US? " They stopped and listened. It was as 
stili as a tomb. 

^^ It must he the same old rat," he answered jok- 
ingly. She was too nervous f or any pleasantries, and 
releasing her hold on his arm, said timidly, '^ Grood^ 
bye ! '' 

^ Am I to go in this manner? Have you no kind 
word for me? I love you better than my soul. It is 
of small consequence to you, I know, but I crave one 
forgiving word« It may he the last*** He clasped 
her band and she did not withdraw it. Her lips were 
trembling, but her eyes were brave and obstinate. 
Suddenly she sat down upon one of the chests. If he 
had not told ber of the other woman ! 

" Forgive me instead, for ali that I have brought 
you to," she murmured. " It was ali my fault. I 
shall never f orget you or forgive myself . I — I am 
going back to Washington immediately. I can't bear 
to stay here now. Good-bye, and God bless you. Do 
— do you think we shall ever see each other again? '* 
Unconsciously she was clinglng to his band. There 
were lears in the gray eyes that looked pathetically 
up into bis. She was ver^ dear and enchanting, 
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down there in the grewsome passageway with the fitf ul 
rays of the lantem lighting her face. Only the 
strìctest self-control kept hìm f rom seizing her in his 
arms, f or something told him that she would have sur- 
rendered. 

" This is the end, I fear," he said, with grim per- 
sistence. She caught her breath in half a sob. Then 
she arose resolutelj, although her knees trembled 
shamelessly. 

"Well, then, good-bye,'' she said very steadily. 
"You are free to go where and to whom you like, 
Think of me once in awhile, Baldos. Here's the key. 
Hurry! I — I can't stand it much longer!" She 
was ready to break down and he saw it, but he made 
no sign. 

Tuming the key in the rusty lock, he cautiously 
opened the door. The moonlit world lay beyond. A 
warm, intoxicating breath of fresh air carne in upon 
them. He suddenly stooped and kissed her band. 

** Forgive me f or having annoyed you with my poor 
love," he said, as he stood in the door, looking into 
the night beyond. 

" Ali ali right,'* she choked out as she started 

to dose the door after him. 

" Halt ! You are our prisoner ! " 

The words rang out sharply in the silence of the 
night. Instinctively, Beverly made an attempt to 
dose the door ; but she was too late. Two burly, vil- 
lainous looking men, sword in band, blocked the exit 
and advanced upon them. 
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'^Back! Back!'' Baldos ahoated io Beverly, 
idrawing his sword* 

Like a flash, àhe picked up the lantem and sprang 
out of his way. Capture or worse seemed certain; 
bui her heart did noi f ail her. 

"Put up your sword! You are under arresi!*' 
carne f rom the f oremost of the two. He had heard 
enough of Baldos's skill with the sword to hope that 
the nise might be successful and that he would sur- 
render peaceably to numbers. The men's instructions 
were to take their quarry aKve if possible. The re- 
nard f or the man, living, exceeded that for hlm dead. 

Baldos instantly recognized them as spies em- 
ployed by Marlanx. They had been dogging his 
f ootstcps for days and even had tried to murder him. 
The desire for vengeance was working like madness in 
his blood. He was overjoyed at having them at the 
point of his sword. Beverly's presence vouchsafed 
that he would show little mercy. 

"Arrest me, you cowardly curs!" he exdaimed. 
"Never!" With a spring to one side, he quickly 
overtumed one of the casks and pushing it in front 
of him, it seryed as a rolling bulwark, preventing a 
joint attack. 

"You first!" he cried coolly, as his sword met 
that of the leader. The unhappy wretch was no 
match for the finest swordsman in Graustark. He 
made a few desperate attempts to ward off his in- 
eritable fate, calling loudly for his comrade to aid 
him. The latter was eager enough, but Baldos's 
strategie roll of the cask effectively prevented 



BENEATH THE GROUND 



28S 



f rom taking a hand. WIth a vicious thrust, the biade 
of the goat-hunter tore clean through the man's chest 
and touched the wall behìnd. 

^* One ! ^ cried Baldos, gloating in the chance that 
had come to hìm. The man gasped and f eli. He was 
none too quick in withdrawing his dripping weapon, 
for the second man wa9 over the obstacle and upon 
him. 
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musty walls sweating with dampness and thick 

the tangied meshes of the spider'B web, a brave girl 

and her lover struggled and f oug^t back to back* 

To her dismaj, Beverly saw the point of a sword at 
her throat. 

^Out of the way, girl/' the man in the cloak 
snarled, f urious at her reslstance. ** You die as well 
as your lover unless you surrender. He cannot 
escape me." 

" And if I refuse," cried the girl, trying desper- 
ately to gain time. 

^* I will drive my biade through your heart and teli 
the world it was the deed of your lover." 

Baldos groaned. His adversary, encouraged by 
the change in the situation, pressed him sorely. 

" Don't you dare to touch me, Count Marlanx. I 
know you ! " she hissed. " I know what you would 
do with me. It is not f or Graustark that you seek his 
Ufe." 

The sword carne nearer. The words died in her 
throat. She grew faint. Terror paralyzed her. 
Suddenly, her heart gave a great thiunp of joy. The 
resourcefulness of the trapped was surging to her 
relief . The valor of the South leaped into lif e. The 
exhilaration of conflict beat down ali her fears. 
" Take away that sword, then, please," she cried, her 
voice trembling, but not with terror now; it was 
exultation. " Will you promise to spare his lif e? 
Will you swear to let him go, if I " 

** No, no, never ! God f orbid ! " implored Baldos. 

** Ha, ha ! " chuckled the man in the cloak. " Spare 
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hÌ8 lif e ! Oh^ yes ; after my master has revelled in your 
chamiB. How do you like that, my handsome goat- 
hunter?'' 

"You infemal scoundrel! FU settle you yet!** 
Baldos fairly f umed with rage, Gathering himself 
together f or a final effort, he rushed madly on his 
rapidly-weakening antagonist. 

** Baldos!" she crìed hopelessly ànd in a tone of 
resignation. ** I must do it ! It is the only way ! " 

The man in the doak as well as Baldos was deceived 
by the girl's cry. He immediately lowered his sword. 
The lantem dropped from Beverly's hands and clat- 
tered to the floor. At the same instant she drew from 
her pocket her revolver, which she had placed there 
bef ore leaving the castle, and fired point blank at him. 
The report sounded like a thunder clap in their ears. 
It was f ollowed quickly by a sharp cry and impreca- 
tion from the lips of her persecutor, who fell, strik- 
ing his head with a terrible force on the stones. 

Simultaneously, there was a groan and the noise 
of a limp body slipping to the ground, and, Baldos, 
Victor at last, tumed in fear and trembling to find 
Beverly standing unhurt staring at the black mass 
at her f eet. 

" Thank God ! You are saf e ! " Grasping her 
band he led her out of the darkness into the moon* 
light. 

Not a word was spoken as they ran swiftly on 
until they reached a little cliunp of trees, not far 
from one of the gates. Here Baldos gently released 
her hand. She was panting for breath; but he re- 
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alized she must not be allowed to risk a momen^t 
dday. She must pass the sentrj at once. 

** Have you the watchword? " he eagerly asked. 

" Watchword? '* she repeated feebly. 

^Yes, the countersign for the night. It ìs Gan- 
look. Keep your face well covered with your hood» 
Advance boldly to the gates and give the word. 
Thcre will be no trouble. The guard is used to 
pleasure seekers retuming at ali hours of night." 

^^ Is he dead?" she asked timorously, retuming 
to the scene of horror. 

** Only wounded, I think, as are the other men, 
though they ali deserve death." 

He went with her as dose to the gate as he thought 
safe. Taking her hand he kissed it fervently. 
** Good-bye ! It won't be for long ! " and disap- 
peared. 

She stood stili and lifeless, staring after him, for 
agcs, it seemed. He was gone. Gone forever, no 
doubt. Her eyes grew wilder and wilder with the pity 
of it ali. Pride fled incontinently. She longed to 
cali him back. Then it occurred to her that he was 
hurrying off to that other woman. No, he said he 
would return. She must be brave, true to herself, 
whatever happened. She marched boldly up to the 
gate, gave the countersign and passed through, not 
heeding the curious glances cast upon her by the 
sentry; tumed into the castle, up the grand stair- 
case, and fled to the princess's bed-chamber. 

Beverly, trembling and sobbing, threw herself in 
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the arms of the princess. Incoherently, she relaied 
ali that had happened, then swooned. 

After she had been restored, the promise of Yetive 
to protect her, whatever happened, comforted her 
somewhat. 

" It must have been Marlanx," moaned Beverly. 

" Who else could it have been? " replied the prin- 
cess, who was visibly excited» 

Simimoning ali her courage, she went on : ** First, 
we must find out if he is badly hurt. We'U trust 
to luck. Cheer up!" She touched a beli, There 
carne a knock at the door. A guard was told to 
cnter. " EUos,*' she exclaimed, " did you hear a 
shot fired a short time ago? " 

^' I thought I did, your highness, but was not 



sure." 



« 



Baldos, the guard, was escaping by the secret 
passage," continued the princess, a wonderf ul inspira- 
tion coming to her resene. " He passed through the 
chapel. Miss Calhoun was there. Alone, and single- 
handed, she tried to prevent him. It was her duty. 
He refused to obey her command to stop and she 
followed him into the tunnel and fired at him. Fm 
afraid you are too late to capture him, but you 

may j Oh, Beverly, how plucky you were to fol- 

low him ! Gro quickly , Ellos ! Search the tunnel and 
report at once." As the guard saluted. with wonder, 
admiration and unbelief , he saw the two conspirators 
locked in each other's arms. 

Presently he retumed and reported that the 
guards could find no trace of anyone in the tunnel» 
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bui that they f oand blood on the floor near the eziC 
and that the door was wide open. 

The two girli looked at eadi other in amazemeni. 
They were dumbf onnded» but a great relief was {^ow- 
ing in their eyes. 

^Ellos/' inquired the princesse considerably lesa 
agìtated, ** does any one else know of this? " 

^*No, your highness, there was no one on goard 
but Max, Baldos, and myself.'' 

^^Well, for the present, no one else must know 
of bis flight. Do you understand? Not a word to 
any one. I, myself , will explain when the proper time 
Comes. You and Max have been very careless, but I 
suppose you should not be punished. He has tricked 
US ali. Send Max to me at once.'' 

•* Yes, your highness," said EUos, and he went away^ 
with his head swimming. Max, the other guard, re- 
ceiyed like orders and then the two yoimg women 
sank limply upon a divan. 

" Oh, how clever you are, Yetive," carne from the 
American girl. " But what next? " 

**We may expect to hear something disagreeable 
from Count Marlanx, my dear," murmured the per- 
plexed, but confident princess, " but I think we have 
the game in our own hands, as ^ou would say in 
America." 
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UNT FANNY, what is that white 
thing sticking under the window?" 
demanded Beverly late the next mom- 
ing. She was sìtting with her face 
to the Windows while the old negress 
dressed her hair. 
"Looks lak a love letteh, Miss Bev'ly," was the 
answer, as Aunt Fanny gingerly placed an envelope 
in her mistress's hand. Beverly looked at it in amaze- 
ment. It was unmistakably a letter, addressed to her, 
which had been lef t at her window some time in the 
night. Her heart gave a thump and she went red 
with anticipated pleasure. With eager fingers she tore 
open the envelope. The first glance at the contenta 
brought disappointment to her face. The missive 
was f rom Count Marlanx ; but it was a relief to find 
that he was very much alive and kicking. As she 
read on, there carne a look of perplexity which was 
succeeded by burning indignation. The man in the 
doak was prepcuing to strike. 

* Your secret is mine. I know ali that happened in tlie 
ichapel and underground passage. You have betrayed Grau- 
etark in aiding this man to escape. The plot was cleverljs 
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executed, but you counted without the jealous tyt of love. 
Afou can sa ve yourself and your honor. and perhaps yoar 

grìncess, but the condìtions are mine. Thìs time there can 
e no trifling. I want you to treat me ùiirly. God help you 
if you refuse. Give me the answer I want and your secret 
is safe. I will shield you with my lìfe. At eleven o'clock I 
shall come to see yoa I have in my possession a docuraent 
that will influence you. You will do well to keep a dose 
mouth until you have seen this paper." 

This alarming note was ali that was needed to re- 
■tore fire to the lagging blood of the American girl. 
Its effect was decidedly contrary to that which Mar- 
lanx must have anticipated. Instead of collapsing, 
Beverly sprang to her feet with energy and life in 
every fiber. Her eyes were flashing brightly, her 
body quivering with the sensations of battle. 

'* That awf ul old wretch ! " she cried, to Aimt 
Fanny's amazemcnt. " He is the meanest hiunan be- 
ing in ali the world. But he's making the mistake of 
his life, isn't he, Aunt Fanny? Oh, of course you 
don't know what it is, so never mlnd. We've got a 
•urprise for him. l'U see him at eleven o'clock, and 

then " she smiled quite benignly at the thought 

of what she was going to say to him. Beverly felt 
yery secure in the shadow of the princess. 

A clatter of horses' hoofs on the parade-ground 
drew her to the balcony. What she saw brought joy 
to her heart. Lorry and Anguish, muddy and dis- 
heveled, were dismounting beforc the castle. 

" Ah, this is Joy ! Now there are three good Ameri- 
cans bere. l'm not afraid," she said bravely. Aunt 
Fanny nodded her head in approvai, although she did 
not know what it was ali about. Curiosity more than 
alarm made Beverlj; eager to see the document which 
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old Marlanx held in resenre f or ber. She determined 
to met hìm at eleven. 

A message f rom the prìncess announced the unex- 
pected return of the two Amerìcans. She said they 
were (to use Harry Anguish's own expression) 
** beastly near starvation " and clamored f or substan- 
tìal breakfasts. Beverly was urged to join them and 
to bear the latest news from the f rontier. 

Lorry and Anguish were full of the excitement on 
which they had lived for many hours. They had 
f ound evidence of raids by the Dawsbergen scouts and 
had even caught sight of a small band of fleeìng borse- 
men. Lorry reluctantly admìtted that GabriePs army 
seemed loyal to bim and that there was small bope of a 
confllct being averted, as he had surmised, through the 
defection of the people. He was surprised but not 
dismayed when Yetive told bim certain portions of 
the story in regard to Marlanx; and, by no means 
averse to seeing the old man relegated to the back- 
ground, heartily endorsed the step taken by bis wife. 
He was fair enough, however, to promise the general 
a chance to speak in bis own def ense, if he so desired. 
He had this in view when he requested Marlanx to 
come to the castle at eleven o'clock for consultation. 

" Gabriel is devoting most of his energy now to 
hunting that poor Dantan into his grave," said An- 
guish. " I believe he'd rather kill his half-brother 
than conquer Graustark. Why, the inhuman mon- 
ster has set himself to the task of oblitcratìng every- 
thing that reminds bim of Dantan. We leamed from 
spies down there that he issued an order for the death 
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of Dantan's sister, a pretty young thing named Can* 
dace, because he belìeved she was secretlj aiding ber 
f ugitive brother. She escaped f rom the palace in 
Serros a week ago, and no one knows what has become 
of ber. Tbere's a report that she was actually kìUed» 
and that the story of ber flight is a mere blind on the 
part of Grabriel." 

**He would do anything,** cried Yetive. **Poor 
child; they say she is like ber English mother and 
is charming." 

**That would set Gabriel against ber, I fancy/' 
went on Anguish, *^ And, by the way, Miss Calhoun» 
we heard something definite about your friend, Prince 
Dantan. It is pretty well settled that he isn't Baldos 
of the guard. Dantan was seen two days ago by^ 
Captain Dangloss's men. He was in the Dawsbergen 
pass and they talked with bim and bis men. There 
was no mistake this time. The poor, half-starved 
chap conf essed to being the prince and begged for 
food for bimself and bis f ollowers." 

^^ I tried to find bim, and, f ailing in that, left word 
in the pass that if he would but cast bis lot with us in 
tlus trouble we soon would restore bim to his throne," 
said Lorry. ^^ He may accept and we shall bave bim 
tuming up bere some day, hungry for revenge. And 
now, my dear Beverly, how are you progressing witU 
the excellent Baldos, of whom we cannot make a prince» 
no mattcr how hard we try? *' 

Beverly and the princess exchanged glances in 
which constemation was difficult to conceal. It was 
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dear io Beverly that Yetive had noi told her husband 
of the escape. 

^*I don't know anjthing about Baldos," she an- 
swered steadilj. ^Last night someone shot at hìm 
in the park.*' 

" The deuce you say ! '* 

" In order to protect him until you retumed. Cren, 
I had him transf erred to guard duty inside the castle," 
explained the princess. ** It really seemed necessary. 
General Marlanx expects to present formai charges 
against him this moming, so I suppose we shall have 
to put him in irons f or a little while, It seems too 
bad, doesn't it, Gren? " 

*^Yes. He's as straight as a string, l'il swear," 
eaid Lorry emphatically, 

** l'il bet he wishes he were saf ely out of this place," 
yentured Anguish, and two young women busied them* 
fielves suddenly with their coffee. 

" The chance is he's sorry he ever carne into it,'* 
said Lorry tantahzingly. 

While they were waiting for Marlanx the young 
Duke of Mizrox was announced. The handsome 
Axphainian came with relief and dismay struggling 
for mastery in his face. 

*^ Your highness," he said, after the greetings, *^ I 
am come to inf orm you that Graustark has one prinoe 
less to accoimt for. Axphain has found her f ugi- 
tive." 

^^When?" cried the princess and Beverly in one 
▼oice and with astonishing eagermess, not unmixed 
with dismay. 
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^ Three days ago," was the leply. 

^Oh," carne in deep relief from Bererìy as die 
tank back into her chair. The sanie f ear had kxlged 
in the hearts of the two fair oonspiratora — that they 
had f reed Baldoe only to have him fall into the hands 
of hÌ8 deadliest f oes. 

**I have a message by courier from my unde in 
Axphain,'' said Mizrox. ^He says that Frederic 
was killed near Labbot by soldiers, after making a 
gallant fight, on last Sunday nig^t. The Prinoess 
Volga is rejoicing, and has amply rewarded bis slay- 
ers. Poor Frederic! He knew but little happiness 
in this Ufe." 

There was a full minute of reflection bef ore any 
of his hearers expressed the thou^t that had f ramed 
itself in every mind. 

^'Well, since Dantan and Frederic are accounted 
for, Baldos is absolutely obliged to be Christobal," 
said Anguish resignedly. 

" He's just Baldos," observed Beverly, snuflbig out 
the f aint hope that had lingered so long. Then she 
said to herself: "And I don't care, either. I only 
wish he were back bere again. l'd be a good deal 
nicer to him." 

Messcngers flew back and forth, carrying orders 
from the castle to various quarters. The minìsters 
were called to meet at twelve o'clock. Undemeath 
ali the bustle there was a tremendous impulse of 
American cunning, energy and resourcefulness. 
Everyone caught the fever. Reserved old diplomata 
were overwhelmed by their own enthusiasm; custom- 
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bound soldìers f orgot the hereditary caution and f eli 
into the wajs of the new leaders wìthout a murmur. 
The city was wild with excitement, f or ali believed 
that the war was upon them. There was but one 
shadow overhanging the glorious optimism of Grau- 
stark — the ugly, menacing attitude of Axphain. 
Even the Duke of Mizrox could give no assurance 
that his country would remain neutral. 

Colonel Quinnox carne to the castle in haste and 
perturbation. It was he who propounded the ques- 
tion that Yetive and Beverly were expecting: 
" Where is Baldos? '* Of course, the flight of the sus- 
pected guard was soon a matter of certainty. A single 
imploring glance from the princess, meant f or the 
faithful Quinnox alone, told him as plainly as words 
could bave said that she had given the man his f ree- 
dom. And Quinnox would bave died a thousand times 
to protect the secret of his sovereign, for had not 
twenty generations of Quinnoxes served the rulers of 
Graustark with unflinching loyalty? Baron Dang- 
loss may bave suspected the trick, but he did not so 
much as blink wben the princess instructed him to 
hunt high and low for the fugitive. 

Marlanx carne at eleven. Under the defiant calm- 
ness of his hearing there was lurking a mighty fear, 
His brain was scourged by thoughts of impending 
disgrace. The princess had plainly threatened his 
degradation. After ali these years, he was to tremble 
with shame and hiuniliation ; he was to cringe where 
he had always boasted of domineering power. And 
besides ali this, Marlanx had a bullet wound in his 
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lef t flhoulder ! The wcMrld could not have known» f or 
he knew how io conceal pain* 

He approached the slender» imperious judge in the 
councìl-chamber with a defiant leer on his face. If 
he went down into the depths he would drag with 
him the f airest treasure he had coveted in ali his yeara 
of lust and desire. 

'^ A word with you," he said in an aside to Beverly, 
as she carne from the council-chamber, in which she 
f elt she should not sit. She stopped and f aced him. 
Instinctively she looked to see if he bore evidence of 
a wound. She was positive that her bullet had stnick 
him the night bef ore» and that Marlanx was the m£in 
with the cloak. 

" Well? " she said coldly. He read her thoughts 
and smiledy even as his shoulder bnmed with pain. 

^'I will give you the chance to save yourself. I 
love you. I want you. I must bave you for my 
own," he was saying. 

'^ Stop, sir ! It may be your experìence in lif e that 
women kneel to you when you command. It may be 
your habit to win what you set about to win. But 
you bave a novel way of presenting your devoirs, I 
must say. la this the way in which you won the five 
unfortunates whom you want me to succeed? Did 
you scare them into submission? " 

'^ No, no ! I cared nothing for them. You are 
the only one I ever loved '' 

*' Really, Count Marlanx, you are most amusing," 
she interruptedy with a laugh that stung him to the 
quick. ^^ You bave been unique in your love-making. 
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I am noi used to your methods. Besides, after hav- 
ing known them, l'il confess ihat I don't lìke them 
in the least. You may have been wonderfully sue- 
cessf ul in the past, but you were noi dealing with an 
American girl. I have had enough of your insulta. 
GrO ! Go in and face '* 

"Have a care, girl!" he snarled. "I have it in 
my power to crush you/' 

" Pooh ! " carne scomf ully f rom hcr lips. " If you 
molest me further I shall cali Mr. Lorry. Lei me 
pass!'* 

" Just glance at this paper, my beauty. I f ancy 
you'U change your tune. It goes before the eye» 

of the councfly unless you '* he paused signifi- 

cantly. 

Beverly took the document and with dilated eyes 
read the revolting charges against ber honor. Her 
cheeks grew white with anger, then flushed a deep 
crimson. 

" You fiend ! " she cried, glaring at him so fiercely 
that he instinctively shrank back, the vicious grin 
dying in his face. " l'il show you how much I fear 
you. I shall give this revolting thing to the prìncess. 
She may read it to the cabinet, f or ali I care. Ne 
one will believc you. They 'U kill you f or this ! '* 

She tumed and flew into the presence of the prìncess 
and her ministers. Speeding to the side of Yetive, 
she thrust the paper into her hands. Surprise andi 
ezpectancy fiUed the eyes of ali assembled. 

'^ Count Marlanx officially charges me with — 
wiih — Read it, your highncss," she crìed distractedDy. 
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Yetive read it» pale-f aced and ctAdL A deter- 
mìned gleam appeared in her ejea as ihe paaeed the 
document io her husband. 

*' Allode," Lorry said to an attendant, after a ìmet 
glance at ita revolting contenta, ^ ask Count Marlanx 
to appear here instantly. He ìb outside the door.** 

Lorry's anger was hard to control. He denched 
his hands and there was a fine suggestion of throttling 
in the waj he did it. Marlanx, entering the room, 
saw that he was doomed. He had not ezpected Bev- 
erly to take this appalling step. The girl, tears in 
her eyes, rushed to a window, hiding her face from 
the wondering ministers. Her courage suddenly 
failed her. If the charges were read aloud bcfore 
these men it seemed to her that she nevcr conld lift 
her eyes again. A mighty longing for Washington, 
her father and the big Calhoun boys, rushed to her 
heart as she stood thcre and awalted the crash. But 
Lorry was a true nobleman. 

" Gentlemen,'' he said quietly, ** Count Marlanx 
has seen fit to charge Miss Calhoun with complicity 
in the flight of Baldos. I will not read the charges 
Ito you. They are unworthy of one wbo has held the 
highest position in the army of Graustark. He 
has " 

" Read this, my husband, before you proceed f ur- 
ther,'* said Yetive, thrusting into his hand a line she 
had written with feverish baste. Lorry smiled 
gravely before he read aloud the brief edict which 
removed General Marlanx from the command of the 
Oimy^ of Graustark. 
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" Is this juBtice? '* protested Marlanx angrily. 
•* Will you not give me a hearing? I beseech *• 

'* Silence ! *' commanded the princess. " What 
manner of hearing did you expect to give Miss Cai- 
hounP It is enoughy sir. .There shall he no cowards 
in my army." 

" Coward? " he faltered. " Have I not proved my 
courage on the field of battleP Am I to he called 



'^ Bravery should not end when the soldier quits 
the field of battle. You bave had a hearing, Count 
Marlanx. I heard the truth about you last night." 

" From Miss CalhounP " sneered he viciously. ** I 
must be content to accept this dismissal, your high- 
ness. There is no hope f or me. Some day you may, 
pray God to f orgive you f or the wrong you have done 
your most loyal servant. There is no appeal from 
your decision ; but as a subject of Graustark I insist 
that Miss Calhoun shall be punished for aiding in 
the escape of this spy and traitor. He is gone, and 
it was she who led him through the castle to the 
outer world. She cannot deny this, gentlemen. ] 
defy ber to say she did not accompany Baldos through 
the secret passage last night." 

" It will do no harm to set herself right by deny- 
ing this accusation," suggested Count Halfont sol- 
emniy. Every man in the cabinet and army had 
hated Marlanx for years. His degradation was not 
displeasing to them. They would ask no questiofis. 

But Beverly Calhoun stood staring cut of the win* 
ick)w, out upon the castle park and its gajr iunshÌBe* 
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She did noi answer, f or she did not bear the premier's 
words. Her brain was wbirling madly witb other 
thougbts. She was tryìng io believe ber eyes. 

'^ The spy is gone,'' cried Marlanx, seeìng a f aint 
chance io redeem himself at her expense. ^^ She can- 
not face my charge. Where is your friend, Miss Cai- 
boun?" 

Beverly faced them witb a strange, subdued cairn- 
ness in her face. Her heart was throbbing wildly in 
the shelter of this splendid disguise. 

'^ I don't know what ali this commotion is about," 
she said. '^ I only know that I bave been dragged 
into it shamelessly by that old man over there. If 
you step to the window you may see Baldos himself. 
He has not fled. He is on duty ! " 

Baldos was striding steadily across the park in plain 
Tiew of alL 
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CHAPTER XXVn- 
THE PRINCE OF DAWSBERGEN, 



B 



OTH Yetive and Beverly ezpe- 
rìenced an amazìng senso of relief* 
They did not stop to consider why or 
how he had retumed to the castle 
grounds. It was 8ii£Scient that he 
was actually there^ sound» well, anci 
apparently satisfied. 

" I dare say Count Marlanx will withdraw his in- 
famons charge against our guest," said Lorry, with 
deadly directness. Marlanx was mopping his damp 
forehead. His eyes were fastened upon the figure 
of the guard, and there was something like awe in 
their steely depths. It seemed to him that the super- 
natural had been enlisted against him. 

^' He lef t the castle last night," he muttered, hal£ 
to himself . 

" There seems to be no doubt of that," agreed Gas- 
pon, the grand treasurer. ^^ Colonel Quinnoz reports 
his strfiuige disappearcuice." Clearly the case was a 
puzzling one. Men looked at one another in wonder 
and uneasiness. 

^^I think I understand the situation," ezdaiméii 
Marlanx, suddenly triumphant. ^^It bears out aU 

SOS 
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that I bave said. BaldoB lef t the casUe last night, as 
I bave swoniy but not f or the purpoee of escapìng. 
He went f orth to carry infonnation to our enemies. 
Cfiui anyone doubt ibat he is a spy? Has he not 
retomed to carry out bis work ? And now, gentlemen» 
I ask you — would he return unless he f elt secure of 
protection bere? '* 

It was a f acer. Yetive and Beverly f elt as thoughi 
a steel trap suddenly had been dosed down upon them* 
Lorry and Anguish were undeniably disconcerted. 
There was a restless, undedded movement anumg the 
ministers. 

'^ Colonel Quinnoxy will you f etch Baldos to the 
verandah at once? " asked Lorry, bis quick American 
perception telling him that immediate action waa 
necessary. " It is cooler out tbere." He gave Bev- 
erly a look of inquiry. Sbe flushed painfully, guilt- 
ily, and he was troubled in consequence. 

^^As a mere subject, I demand the arrest of tbis 
man/' Marlanx was saying excitedly. " We must go 
to the bottom of tbis hellisb plot to injure Graustark.'* 

** My dear count," said Anguish, standing over 
him, " up to this time we bave been unable to discem 
any reasons for or signs of the treachery you preach 
about. I don't believe we bave been betrayed at ali.'* 

" But I bave absolute proof, sir," grated the counf. 

" Fd advise you to produce it. We must bave 
something to work on, you know.*' 

"What right bave you to give advice, sìr? You 
are not one of us. You are a meddler — an imperti- 
nent alien. Your beart is not with Graustark, at 
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mine ìs. How long must we endure the Insolence o£ 
fthese Americans? " 

The count was f imiìng with anger. As might have 
been expectedy the easy-going Yankees laughed un* 
reservedly at his taunt. The princess was pale with 
indignation. 

" Count Marlanx, you will confine your remarks 
to the man whom you have charged with treachery,'* 
she said. '^ You have asked f or his arrest, ànd you 
are to he his accuser. At the proper time you will 
produce the proof . I wam you now that if you do 
not sustain these charges, the displeasure of the crown 
will fall heavily upon you." 

" I only ask your hìghness to order his arrest," he 
said, controlling himself • '^ He is of the castle guard 
and can he seized only on your command." 

^^ Baldos is at the castle steps, your highness," said 
Colonel Quinnox f rom the doorway. The entire party 
left the council-chamber and passcd out to the great 
stone porch. It must be confessed that the princess 
leaned rather heavily upon Lorry's arm. She and 
Beverly trembled with anxiety as they stood face to 
face with the tali guard who hsul come back to them 
so mysteriously. 

Baldos stood at the f oot of the stone steps, a guard 
on each side of him. One of these was the shame- 
f aced Haddan, Dangloss's watchman, whose vigil had 
been a f ailure. The gaze of the suspected guard pur- 
posely avoided that of Beverly Calhoun. He knew 
that the slightest communication between them wouid 
be misunderstood and magnified by the wìtnesses. 
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** Baldos/' said Ixnrj^ from the top ttep, ^ it hM 
come to Olir ears that you lef t the castle farreptìtìoiulj; 
last night. Is it trae that yoa wcre aided by Miss 
CalheunP " Baldo» looked thankful for thii eminently 
leading question. In a flash it gare him the key to 
the situation. Secretly he was wondaring what emo- 
tions possessed the slend^ accomplice who had said 
good-bye to him not §o many houn bef ore at the castle 
gate. He knew that she was amazed, puzzled by bis 
sudden return; he wondcred if she were glad. His 
quick wits saw that a crisis had arrived. The air 
was full of it. The dread of this very moment was 
the thing which had drawn him into the castle grounds 
at early dawn. He had watched for his chance to 
glide in imobsenredy and had snatched a few hours' 
sleep in the shelter of the shrubbery near the park 
Wall. 

"It is not true,'* he said clearly, in answer ìm 
Lorry's question. Both Beverly and M arlanx started 
as the sharp falsehood fell from his lips. "Who 
made such an accusation P " he demanded. 

** Count Marlanx is our inf ormant.*' 

** Then Count Marlanx lies,'' carne coolly from the 
guard. A snarl of fury burst from the throat of the 
deposed general. His eyes were red and his tongue 
was half palsied by rage. 

"Dog! Dog!" he shouted, running down the 
steps. " Inf amous dog ! I swear by my soul that 
he '' 

"Where is your proof, Count Marlanx?'* stemly 
interrupted Lorry. "You have made a serious ac- 
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cusation against our honored guest. It cannot be 
overlooked." 

Marlanx hesitated a moment, and then threw bis 
bomb at the feet of the conspirators. 

** I was in the chapel when she opened the secret 
panel f or him." 

Not a word was uttered f or a full minute. It was 
Beverly Calhoun who spoke first. She was as calm 
as a spring moming. 

^^ If ali tliis be true, Count Marlanx» may I ask 
why you, the head of Graustark's army, did not inter- 
cept the spy when you had the chance? " 

Marlanx flushed guiltily. The question had 
caught hlm unpreparcd. He dared not acknowledge 
bis presence there with the hired assassins. 

"I — I was not in a position to restrain him," he 
fumbled. 

" You preferred to wait until he was safely gene 
before making the effort to protect Graustark from 
bis evil designs. Is that it? What was your object 
in going to the chapel? To pray? Besides, what 
right had you to enter the castle in the night?'* she 
asked ironically. 

"Your highness, may I be heard?" asked Baldos 
easily. He was smiling up at Yetive from the bot- 
tom of the steps. She nodded ber head a trifle un* 
easily. " It is quite true that I left the castle by 
means of your secret passage last night.*' 

"There!" shrieked Marlanx. "He admits that 
be " 

*^ But I wish to add that Coimt Marlanx is in error 
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when he sajs that Miss Calhoiin was my aooomplioei 
His eyes were noi keen in the darlmeM of the sanctu- 
ary. Ferhaps he ìb not accastomed to the light one 
Bnds in a chapd at the hour of two. Wili your high- 
nei8 kindly look in the direction of the southern gate? 
Your august gaze may fall iqpon the redining figure 
of a boy asleep, there in the shadow of the friendly 
cedar. If Gmnt Marlanx had looked dosely enough 
last night he might have seen that it was a boy who 
went with me and not ^ 

^^Fool! Don't you suppose I know a woman's 
skirts? " crìed the Iron Count. 

** Better than most men, I f ancy," calmly responded 
Baldos. '^ My yoiing friend wore the garments of 
a woman, let me add." 

Lorry came down and grasped Baldos by the arm. 
His eyes were stem and accusing. Above, Yetive and 
Beverly had clasped hands and were looking on 
dumbly. What did Baldos mean? 

**Then, you did go through the passage? And 
you were accompanied by this boy, a stranger? How 
Comes this, sir?*' dcmanded Lorry. Every eye was 
accusing the guard at this juncture. The men were 
dcsccnding the steps as if to surround him. 

" It is not the first time that I have gone through 
the passage, sir," said Baldos, amused by the looks of 
consternation. " Fd advise you to dose it. Its 
secret is known to more than one person. It is 
known, by the way, to Prince Gabriel of Dawsbergen. 
It is known to every member of the band with which 
Miss Calhoun found me when she was a princess. 
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Count Marlanx is quìte right when he says that I 
bave gone in and out of the castle grounds from 
time to time. He is right when he says that I bave 
communicated with men inside and outside of these 
grounds. But he is wrong when he accuses Miss Cal- 
houn of being responsible for or even aware of my 
reprehensible conduct. She knew nothing of ali this, 
as you may judge by taking a look at ber face at this 
instant." 

Beverly*s face was a study in emotions. She was 
looking at him with dilated eyes. Fain fiuid disap- 
pointment were concentrated in their expressive gray 
depths ; indignation was struggling to master the love 
and pity that had Inrked in ber face ali along. It 
required but a single glance to convince the most 
skeptical that she was ignorant of these astounding 
movements on the part of ber protégé. Again every 
eye was tumed upon the bold, smlling guardsman. 

" I bave becn bitterly deceived in you,'* said Lorry, 
genuine pain in bis voice. **We trusted you im- 
pHcitly. I didn't think it of you, Baldos. After 
ali, it is bonorable of you to expose so thoroughly 
your own inf amy in order to acquit an innocent per- 
son wbo believed in you. You did not bave to come 
back to the castle. You might bave escaped pun- 
ishment by using Miss Calhoun as a shield from ber 
bighness's wrath. But none the less you compel me 
to give countenance to ali that Count Marlfiuix bas 
said.*' 

'^ I Insist that it was Miss Calhoun wbo weni 
througb the panel with him," said Marlanx eag^ly. 
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^ If ìt was thÌ8 boy who accompanied yoa, wfaat was 
his excuse in retuniing io the castle after yoa had 
iied?" 

^ He carne back to watch over Miss Calhoiin whfle 
she slept. It was my swom duty to guard ber from 
the man who had accused ber. Tbis boy ìs a member 
of the band to which I belong and he watched wbile 
I went f orth on a pretty business of my own. It 
will he useless to ask what that business was. I will 
not teli. Nor will the boy. You may kill us, but our 
secrets die with us. This much I will say: we bave 
done nothing disloyal to Graustark. You may believe 
me or not. It has been necessary for me to oom- 
municate with my f riends, and I f ound the means soon 
after my arrivai bere. Ali the foxes that live in 
the hills bave not four legs," he concluded signifi- 
cantly. 

" You are a marvcl ! " exclaimed Lorry, and therc 
was real admiration in bis voice. '^ Fm sorry you 
were f ool enough to come back and get caught Uke 
this. Don't look surprised, gentlemen, for I believe 
that in your hearts you admire him quite as much as 
I do." The faint smile that went the rounds was 
confirmation enough. Nearly every man there had 
been trained in English-speaking lands and net a 
word of the conversatìon had been missed. 

" I expected to be arrested, Mr. Lorry,'* said 
Baldos calmly. ^^I knew that the warrant awaited 
me. I knew that my flight of last nig^t was no 
secret. I came back willingly, gladly, your highness. 
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and now I am ready to face my accuser. There ìs 
nothing f or me to f ear." 

'^ And after you bave confessed to ali these actions? 
By George, I like your nerve," ezclaimed Lorry. 

^^I have been amply vindicated," cried Marlanx. 
** Put him in irons — and that boy, too." 

" We*ll interview the boy," said Lorry, remember- 
ing the lad beneath the tree. 

** See ; he's sleeping so sweetly," said Baldos gently. 
** Foor lad, he has not known sleep f or many hours. 
I suppose he'll bave to be awakened, poor little beg- 
gar." 

Colonel Quinnox and Haddan crossed the grounds 
to the big cedar. The boy sprang to bis f eet at their 
cali and looked wildly about. Two big hands dasped 
bis arms, and a moment later the slight figure carne 
pathetically across the intervening space between the 
stalwart guards. 

** Why has he remained bere, certain of arrestP " 
demanded Lorry in surprise. 

'^ He was saf er with me than anywhere else, Mr« 
Lorry. You may shoot me a thousand times, but I 
implore you to deal gently with my unhappy friend. 
He has done no wrong. The clothes you see upon 
that trembling figure are torturing the poor heart 
more than you can know. The buming flush upen 
that cheek is the red of modetty. Your highness «od 
gentlemen, I ask you to bave pity on this gentle friend 
of mine." He threw bis arm about the shoulder of iht 
slight figure as it drooped against him. ^^Cmint 
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Marlanx was right. It was a woman he saw witfa me 
in the chapel last night." 

The sensation created by this simple statement was 
staggering. The flushed face was unmìstakably that 
of a young girl, a tender, modest thing that shrank 
before the eyes of a grim audience. Womanly in- 
stinct impelled Yetive to shield the timid masquerader. 
Her strange assodation with Baldos was not of enough 
consequence in the eyes of this tender ruler to check 
the impulse of gentleness that swept over her. That 
the girl was guiltless of any wrong-doing was plain 
to be seen. Her eyes, her face, her trembling figure 
fumished proof conclusive. The dark looks of the 
men were sof tened when the arm of the princess went 
about the stranger and drew her dose. 

** Bah ! Some wanton or other ! " sneered Mar- 
lanx. *' But a pretty one, by the gods. Baldos has 
always shown bis good taste." 

Baldos glared at him like a tiger restrained. 
" Before God, you will bave those words to unsay,'* 
he hissed. 

Yetive felt the slight body of the girl quiver and 
then grow tense. 

The eyes of Baldos now were fixed on the white, 
drawn face of Beverly Calhoun, who stood quite alone 
at the top of the steps. She bcgan to sway dizzily 
and he saw that she was about to fall. Springing 
away from the guards, he dashed up the steps to her 
side. His arm caught her as she swayed, and its touch 
restored strength to her — the strength of resentment 
and defiance. 
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** Don't ! " she whispered hoarsely. 

" Have courage," he murmured softly. " It will 
ali be well. There ìa no danger." 

" So this is the woman ! " she cried bitterly. 

^' Yes. You alone are dearer to me than she," he 
uttered hurriedly. 

" I can't believe a word you say.'* 

" You will, Beverly. I love you. That is why I 
carne back. I could not leave you to meet it alone. 
Was I not right? Lct them put me into irons — let 
them kill me " 

*^ Come ! " cried Colonel Quinnox, reaching his side 
at this instant. " The girl will be cared f or. You 
are a prisoner." 

" Wait ! " implored Beverly, light suddenly break- 
ing in upon her. " Please wait, Colonel Quinnox.'* 
He hesitated, his broad shoulders between her and the 
gaping crowd below. She saw with grateful heart 
that Yetive and Lorry were holding the steps as if 
against a warlike foe. " Is she — is she your wife? " 

" Good heavens, no ! " gasped Baldos. 

" Your sweetheart? " piteously. 

" She is the sister of the man I serve so poorly,** he 
whispered. Quinnox allowed them to walk a few 
paces down the flagging, away from the curious gaze 
of the persons below. 

" Oh, Baldos ! '* she cried, her heart suddenly mdt- 
ing. " Is she Prince Dantan's sister? " Her band 
clasped his convulsively, as he nodded assent. ** Now 
I do love you." 

" Thank Grod! " he whispered joyously. " I knew 
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it, bui I was af raid you never would speak the words. 
I am happy — I am wild with Joy.*' 

" But they may shoot you," ahe shuddered. ** You 
have condemned yoursdf • Oh, I cannot talk to you 
ss I want to — out here before ali these people* 
Don't move, Colonel Quinnox — they can't see 
through you. Flease stand stili." 

*^ They wìll not shoot me, Beverly, dear. I am not 
A spjt" saìd Baldos, looklng down into the eyes of 
the slender boyish figure who stood beside the prìncess* 
" It is better that I should die, however," he went on 
bitterly. " Life will not be worth living without you. 
You would not give yourself to the lowly, humble 
hunter, so I " 

" I will marry you, Paul. I love you. Can't any- 
thing be done to " 

** It is bound to come out ali right in the end," he 
cried, throwing up bis head to drink in the new joy 
of living. " They will find that I bave done nothing 
to injure Graustark. Wait, dearest, until the day 
gives up its news. It will not be long in coming. Ah, 
this promise of yours gives me new life, new joy. I 
could shout it from the housetops ! " 

" But don't ! " she cried nervously. " How does 
she happen to be here with you? Teli me, Paul. Oh, 
isn't she a dear?" 

" You shall know everything in time. Watch over 
her, dearest. I bave lied to-day for you, but it was 
a lie I loved. Care for her if you love me. When 
I am free and in favor again you will — Ah!" he 
broke off suddenly with an exclamation. His eyes 
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were bent eagerly on the circle of trees just beyond 
the parade-ground. Then his hand clasped hers in 
one spasmodìc grip of relief. An instant later he 
was towering, with head bare, at the top of the steps, 
ina hand pointed dramaticallj toward the trees. 

Rayone, stiU in his ragged uniform, haggard but 
eager, was standing like a gaunt spectre in the sun- 
light that flooded the terrace. The vagabonda with 
the ejes of ali upon him, raised and lowered his arma 
thrice, and the face of Baldos became radiant. 

**Your highness," he cried to Yetive, waving his 
hand toward the stranger, *^ I bave the honor to an- 
nounce the Frince of Dawsbergen.'^ 
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come In your castle? May I resi here in peace? It 
has been a bitterly long year, this past week," she 
sighed. Fatigue shot back ìnto ber sweet face, and 
Yetive's love went out to ber unreservedly. As sbe 
drew tbe sligbt figure up tbe steps sbe tumed and 
said to ber ministers : 

'^ I sball be glad to receive Prince Dantan in tbe 
throne-room, witbout delay. I am going to put tbe 
princess to bed.'* 

** Your bigbness," said Baldos from below, " may I 
be tbe first to announce to you tbat tbere will be no 
war witb Dawsbergen ? " 

Tbis was too mucb. Even Marlanx looked at bis 
enemy witb sometbing lìke coUapse in bis eyes. 

" Wbat do you mean? ** cried Lorry, seizing bim by 
tbe arm. 

^* I mean tbat Prince Dantan is bere to announce 
tbe recapture of Gabriel, bis balf-brotber. Before 
tbe bour is past your own men from tbe dungeon in 
tbe moimtains will come to report tbe return of tbe 
fugitive. Tbis announcement may explain in a 
measure tbe conduct tbat bas eamed for me tbe ac- 
cusation wbicb confronts me. Tbe men wbo bave re- 
taken Gabriel are tbe members of tbat little band you 
bave bcard so mucb about. Once I was its captain, 
Prince Dantan's cbief of staff — tbe commander of 
bis ragged army of twelve. Miss Calboun and fate 
brougbt me into Edelweiss, but my loyalty to tbe 
object espoused by our glorious little army bas never 
wavered. Witbout me tbey bave succeeded in trick- 
ing and trapping Gabriel. It is more tban tbe gpreat 
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army of Graustark could do. Your highness wiU 
pardon the boast under the circumstances?" 

" If this is true, you have accomplished a mirade/* 
exclaimed Lorry, prof oiindly agitated. *' But can it 
be true? I can't believe it. It is too good. It is 
too utterly improbable. Is that really Prince Dan- 
Un?'' 

^^Assuming that it is Dantan, Grenfall," said 
Yetive, " I fancy it is not courteons in us to let him 
stand over there ali alone and ignored. Go to him, 
please." With that she passed through the doors» 
accompanied by Beverly and the young princess. 
Lorry and others went to greet the emaciated visitor 
in rags and tags. Colonel Quinnox and Baron Dang- 
loss looked at one another in doubt and uncertainty. 
iWhat were they to do with Baldos, the prisoner? 

** You are asking yourself what is to be done witK 
me," said Baldos easily. " The order is for my 
arrest. Only the princess can anntil it. She has re- 
lired on a mission of love and tendemess. I would 
not have her disturbed. There is nothing lef t for you 
to do but to place me in a celi. I am quite ready, 
Colonel Quinnox. You will be wise to put me in a 
place where I cannot hoodwink you further. You 
do not bear me a grudge?" He laughed so buoy- 
antly, so fearlessly that Quinnox forgave him every- 
thing. Dangloss chuckled, an unheard-of condescen- 
sion on his part. " We shall meet again, Count 
Marlanx. You were not far wrong in your accusa- 
tions against me, but you have much to account for in 
another direction." 
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** This is ali a clever trlck," crìed the Iron Count. 
^*But jou shall find me ready to accommodate you 
when the time comes." 

At this juncture Lorry and Count Halfont carne 
up with Ravone. Baldos would have knelt bef ore bis 
ruler had not the wom, sickly yonng man restraìned 
him. 

"Yonr hand, Captain Baldos,*' he sald. "Most 
loyal of friends. You have won far more than the 
honor and love I can bestow upon you. They teli me 
you are a prisoner, a suspected traitor. It shall be 
my duty and Joy to explain your motlves and your 
actìons. Have no fear. The hour will be short and 
the frult much the sweeter for the bittemess." 

" Thunder ! " muttered Harry Anguish. " You 
iion't intend to slap him into a celi, do you, Gren? '• 
Baldos overheard the remark. 

" I pref er that course, sir, until it has been clearly 
established that ali I bave said to you is the truth. 
Count Marlanx must be satisfied," said he. 

^^And, Baldos, is ali well with ber?" asked the 
one we bave known as Rayone. 

^^ She is being put to bed," said Baldos, with a 
laugh so jolly that Ravone's lean face was wreathed 
in a sympathetic smile. " I am ready, gentlemen.'* 
He marched gallantly away between the guards, f ol« 
lowed by Dangloss and Colonel Quinnox. 

Naturally the Graustark leaders were cautious, even 
skepticaL They awaited confirmation of the glori* 
ous news with yarying emotions. The shock produced 
b2 the appearance of Frince Dantan in the person 
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min make a fight to release Gabriel. He is safe ih 
jonr dungeonfl. If thtj want him now, thej must 
come to your strongholdsu They will not do it, be- 
lieve me," said Ravone limply. ^^Alas, I am faìnt 
and sore, as you suspect. May I Ile down for an 
hour or two? In that time you will bave heard from 
your wardens and my story will be substantiated. 
Then I shall be ready to accept your hospitality as it 
is proffered. Outside your city gates my humble 
f ollowers lie starving. My only prayer is that you 
will send them cheer and succor." 

No time was lost in sending to the gates for the 
strollers who had accomplished the marvel of the day. 
The news of Gabriel's capture was kept from the 
city's inhabitants until yerification came from the 
proper sources, but those in control of the affairs of 
state wcre certain that Ravone's storv was true. Ali 
operations came to a standstill. The movements of 
the army were checked. Everything lay quiescent 
under the shock of this startling climax. 

" Hang it," growled Anguish, with a quizzical grin, 
BS Ravone dcpartcd under the guidance of Coimt 
Halfont himself, "this knocks me galley-west. Pd 
like to bave had a band in it. It must bave been 
great. How the devil do you think that miserable 
little gang of tramps pulled it off? " 

"Harry," said Lorry disgustedly, "they taught 
US a trick or two." 

While the young princess was being cared for by^ 
lYetiye's own maids in one of the daintiest bed* 
chambers of the castle, Beverly was engaged in wrìt- 
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ing a brìef bui pointed letter to ber Aunt Josephine» 
who was stili in Si. Fetersburg. She had persistenti}; 
refused to visit Edelweiss, but had written many im- 
perative letters commanding ber niece to return to the 
Russian capitaL Beverly now was recalling ber scat- 
tered wits in the effort to appease ber aunt and ber 
father at the same time* Major Calboun em- 
pbatically had ordered ber to rejoin ber aunt and 
start f or America at once. Yesterday Beverly would 
bave begun packing f or the trip home. Now she was 
eager to remain in Graustark indefinitely. She was 
so thrilled by joy and excitement that she scarcdy^ 
Gould hold the pen. 

** Father says the United States papers are full 
of awful war scares from the Balkans. Are we a 
part of the Bcdkans, Yetive? '* she asked of Yetive, 
with a puzzled frown, emphasizing the pronoun un- 
consclously. " He says Fm to come right off home. 
Says he'll not pay a nickel of ransom if the brigands 
catch me, as they did Miss Stone and that woman 
who had the baby. He says mother is worrìed half 
to death. l'm just going to cable him that it's ali 
off. Because he says if war breaks out he's going to 
send my brother Dan over bere to get me. Fm having 
Aunt Josephine send him this cablegram from St* 
Fetersbiu*g : * They never fight in Balkans. Just 
scare each other. Skip headUnes, father dear. Will 
he home soon. Beverly.' How does that sound? It 
will cost a lot, but he brought it upon his own head. 
And we're not in the Balkans, anyway. Aunt Joe 
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will haye a tìL Flease cali an A. D. T. boy, princess. 
I want io send ibis message to Si. Fetersburg." 

When Candace entered the princess's boudoir half 
an hour later, she was far f rem being the timid youtk 
who first carne to the notice of the Graustark cabinet. 
She was now attircd in one of Beverlj's gowns, and it 
was most becoming to ber. Her short curly brown 
hair was done up properly ; her pink and white com- 
plexion was as clear as cream, now that the dust of the 
road was gone; her dark eyes were glowing with the 
wonder and interest of nineteen years, and she was, 
ali in ali, a most entidng bit of femininity. 

^* You are much more of a princess now than when 
I first saw you," smiled Yetive, drawing her down 
upon the cushions of the window-seat beside ber. Can- 
dace was shy and diffident, despite her proper habili- 
ments. 

" But she was such a pretty boy,'* protested Dag- 
mar. " You don't know how attractive you were in 
those ** 

Candace blushed. ** Oh, they were awful, but thej 
were comf ortable. One has to wear tronsers if one 
intends to be a vagabond. I wore them f or more than 
a week.'* 

" You shall teli us ali about it," said Yetive, hold- 
ing the girl's band in hers. ^^ It must bave been a 
most interesting week f or you.** 

'^ Oh, there is not much to teli, your hi^^ess," said 
Candace, suddenly reticent and shy. ^^ My step- 
brother — oh, how I hate him — had condemned me 
io die because he thought I was helping Dantan. 
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And I was hdping him» too, — ali that I ooold» (Nd 
Bappo, master of the stables, who has lored me for 
a hundred years, he says, helped me to escape f rom 
the palace at night. Thej were to haye seized me the 
next moming. Bappo has been master of the stables 
for more than fortj years. Dear old Bappo! He 
procured the boy's clothing for me and his two aons 
accompanied me to the hills, where I soon found my 
brother and liis men. We saw your scouts and talked 
te them a day or two after I became a member of 
the band. Bappo's boys are with the band now. 
But my brother Dantan shall teli you of that. I was 
so frightened I could not teli what was going on. I 
have livcd in the open air for a week, but I love it. 
Dantan's friends are ali heroes. You will love them. 
Yesterday old Franz brought a message into the castle 
grounds. It told Captain Baldos of the pian to seize 
Gabriel, who was in the hills near your city. Didn't 
you know of that? Oh, we knew it two days ago. 
Baldos knew it yesterday. He met us at f our o'clock 
this moming — that is, part of us. I was sent on 
with Franz so that I should not see bloodshed if it 
carne to the worst. We were near the city gates and 
Baldos carne stralght to us. Isn't it funny that you 
never knew ali these things? Then at daybreak 
Baldos insisted on brlnging me hcre to await the news 
from the pass. It was safer, and besides, he said he 
had another object in coming back at once." 

Beverly dushed warmly. The three women were 
crowding about the narrator, eagerly drinking in hes 
naive story. 
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** We carne in through one of the big gates and not 
tiiroagh the underground passage. That vaa 
a fib," said Candace, looking from one to the 
other with a perfectly deliciouB twinlda in ber eye. 
The conspiratorB gulped and smìled guiltilj, 
" Baldos says there is a verj mean old man bere irbo 
ìs tonnenting the fairy princesa — not the real 
prìncess, you know. He carne back to protfict ber« 
which was very brave of himi I am sure. Wbere ia 
my brother? " she asked, suddenly anxiouB. 

" He is with frìends. Don't be alanned* dear,** 
said Yetive. 

" He Ì9 changing dothes, too? He need» dothea 
worse than I needed these. Does he say poeitively that 
Gabriel has been capturedP " 

" Yefl. Did you not know of it? " 

** X was sure it would happcn. You know I was n»t 
with them in the pass." 

Yctive was redecting, a soft smile in her eyes. 

** I was thinkiug of the time when I wore men'a 
clothes," she said. " Unlike yours, mine were most 
uncomfortable. It was when I aided Mr. Loiry in 
escaping from the tower, I wore a guard's uoiform 
and rode miles with him in a dark carriage before he 
discovered the truth." She blushed at the remem- 
braace of that trying hour. 

*' And I wore boy's clothes at a girl's party once — 
■y btother Dan*s," said Beyeriy. " The bortess'a 
brothers carne home one^ectedly and X had to nt 
l nihi wd a bookcase f or an hour. I didn*t see mudi fun 
ùi boy's clothes." 
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**You ought to wear them for a week," said 
Candace, wise in experience. *' They are not so bad 
when jou become accustomed to them^— that is, if 
they're strong and not so tight that they ^ 

"You ali love Baldos, don't you?" intcrrupted 
Yetive. It was with difficulty that the listeners sup» 
presscd thcir smiles. 

^^ Setter than anyone else. He is our idoL Oh» 
your highness, if what he says is true that old man 
must he a fiend. Baldos a spy! Why, he has not 
slept day or night for f ear that we would not capture 
Gabriel so that he might he clearcd of the charge 
without appealing to — to my brother. He has 
always been loyal to you," the girl said with eager 
eloquencc. 

" I know, dcar, and I bave known ali along. He 
will he honorably acquitted. Count Marlanx was 
OYcrzealous. He has not bcen wholly wrong, I must 
say in justice to him " 

" How can you uphold him, Yetive, after what he 
has said about me? " cried Beverly, with blazing eyes. 

" Beverly, Beverly, you know I don't mean that* 
He has bcen a cowardly villain so far as you are con- 
cemed and he shall bc punished, never fear. I can- 
not condono that one amazing piece of wickedncss oa 
bis part.'* 

"You, then, are the girl Baldos talks so much 
about?'* cried Candace eagerly. "You are Miss 
Calhoun, the fairy princess? I am so glad to know 
you.*' The young princess clasped Beverly's band 
and looked intó ber eyes with admiration and ap* 
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provai. Beverly could have crushed her in her arms. 

The sounds of shouting carne up to the Windows 
from below. Outside, men were rushing to and fro 
and there were signs of mighty demonstrations at the 
gates. 

" The people have heard of the capture," said 
Candace^ as cahnl j as though she were asking one to 
have a cup of tea. 

There was a pounding at the boudoir door. It 
flew open unceremoniously and in rushed Lorry, fol- 
lowed by Anguish. In the hallway beyond a group 
of noblemen conversed excitedly with the women of 
the castle. 

"The report from the dnngeons, Yetive," cried 
Lorry joyously. " The warden says that Gabriel is 
in bis celi again ! Here's to Frince Dantan ! " 

Ravone was standing in the door. Candace raa 
over and leaped into bis arms. 
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AVONE was handsome in bis borrowed 
clothcs. He was now the dean, im- 
maculate gentleman instead of the 
wrctched vagabond of the hillfl. Ercik 
Beverly was surprised at the changet 
in him. IIIs erstwhile sad and melan- 
choly face was flushed and bright with happiness. 
Thc^^kiss he bestowed upon the delighted Candace 
was tender in the extreme. Then, putting ber aside» 
he strode orer and gallantlj kissed the band of 
Graustark's princcss, beaming an ecstatic smile upoa 
the mcrry Beverly an instant later. 

" Welcome, Prlnce Dantan," said Yetive. " A 
thousand times welcome." 

" AH Graustark is your thronc, most glorìous 
Yetive. That is why I bave askcd to be presented bere 
and not in the royal hall bclow," said Ravone. 

" You will wait bere with us, then, to bear the good 
news f rem our warden," said the princeas. " Send 
the coiiricr to me," she commanded. ** Such sweet 
news shoiild bc reccived in the place wliicb Is dearest 
to me in ali Graustark." 

The ministcrs and the lords and ladies of the castle- 
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nrere assembled in the room when Baron Dangloss 
appeared with the coiirier from the prison. Counf 
Marlanx was missing. He was on his way to the 
fortress, a crushed, furious, impotent old man. In 
his quarters he was to sit and wait f or the blow that 
he knew could not be averted. In fear and despair, 
hiding his pain and his shame, he was racking his 
brain f or means to lessen the force of that blow. He 
could withdraw the charges against Baldos, but he 
could not sof ten the words he had said and written 
of Beverly Calhoun. He was not troubling himself 
with fear because of the adventures in the chapel and 
passage. He knew too well how Yetive could pumsh 
when her heai*t was bitter against an evil-doer. 
Graustark honored and protected its women. 

The warden of the dungeons from which Gabriel 
had escaped months before reported to the princess 
that the prisoner was again in custody. Briefly he 
related that a party of men led by Prince Dantan had 
appeared early that day bringing the f ugitive prince, 
. uninjured, but crazed by rage and disappointment. 
They had tricked him into f oUowing them through the 
hills, intent upon slaying his brother Dantan. There 
could be no mistake as to GabrieFs identity. In con- 
clusion, the warden implored her highness to send 
troops up to guard the prison in the mountain-side. 
He f eared an attack in force by Gabriel's army. 

" Your highness," said Lorry, " I bave sent instruc- 
tions to Colonel Braze, requiring him to take a large 
force of men into the pass to guard the prison. 
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Gabriel shall not escape again, though ali Daw»- 
bergen comcs after him." 

" You bave but little to f ear f rom Dawsbergen," 
said Ravone, wbo was seated near the princess, Can* 
dace at bis side. ^^ Messages bave been brougbt to 
me from the leading nobles of Dawsbergen, assurìng; 
me that the populace is secretly eager for the old 
reign to be resiimed. Only the desperate fear of 
Gabriel and a few of bis bloody but loyal advìsers 
holds them in check* Believe me, Dawsbergen's 
eif orts to release Gabriel will be perf unctory and half- 
hearted in the extreme. He ruled like a madman. 
It was bis intense, implacable desire to kill bis brother 
that led to bis undoing. Will it be strange, your 
highness, if Dawsbergen welcomes the return of Dan- 
tan in bis stead? " 

" The story ! The story of bis capture ! Teli us 
the story," carne eagerly from those assembled. Ra- 
vone leaned back langnidly, bis face tired and drawn 
once more, as if the mere recalling of the hardships 
past was hard to bear. 

" First, your highness, may I advise you and your 
cabinet to send another ultimatum to the people of 
Dawsbergen ? " he asked. " This time say to them 
that you hold two Dawsbergen princes in your hand* 
One cannot and will not be restored to them. The 
other will be released on demand. Let the embassyj 
be directed to meet the Duke of Matz, the premier. 
He is now with the army, not far from your f rontier. 
May it please your highness, I bave myself taken the 
liberty of despatching three trusted f ollowers with the 
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news of Gabriel's capture. The two Bappos and Cari 
iVandos are now speeding to the f rentier. Your em- 
bassy will find the Duke of Matz in possession of ali 
the f acts." 

^' The Duke of Matz, I am reliably inf ormed, some 
day is to he father-in-law to Dawsbergen," smilingly 
said Yetive. ^^ I shall not wonder if he responds most 
favorably to an ultimatum." 

Ravone and Candace exchanged glances of amuse* 
ment, the latter breaking into a deplorable little gur- 
gle of laughter. • 

^^ I beg to inf orm you that the duke's daughter 
has disdained the offer f rom the crown," said Ravone. 
^^ She has married Lieutenant Alsanol, of the royal 
artillery, and is as happy as a butterfly. Captain 
Baldos could bave told you how the wayward young 
woman defied ber father and laughed at the bcggar 
prince." 

" Captain Baldos is an exceedingly discreet person,'* 
Beverly volunteered. " He has told no talcs out of 
BchooL" 

** I am reminded of the f act that you gave your 
purse into my keeping one memorable day — the day 
when we parted f rom our best of f riends at Ganlook's 
gates. I thought you were a princess, and you did 
not know that I understood Englisli. That was a 
Bore hour for us. Baldos was our life, the heart of 
our enterprise. Gabriel hates him as he hates bis 
own brother. Steadfastly has Baldos refused to join 
US in the plot to seize Princc Gabriel. He once took 
an oath to kill him on sight, and I was so opposed to 
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this that he had to be lef t out of the final adventures.** 
^ Please teli us how you succeeded in capturing that 
*— yoiir half-brother," cried Beverly, f orgetting that 
it was anoiher's place to make the request. The au- 
dience drew near, eagerly attentive. 

^^ At another time I shall rejoice in telling the story] 
in detaiL For the present let me ask you to be 
satisfied with the statement that we tricked him by 
means of letters into the insane hope that he could 
capture and slay his half-brother. Captain Baldos 
suggested the pian. Had he been arrested yesterday, 
I f eel that it would bave f ailed. Gabriel was and is 
insane. We led him a chase through the Graustark 
hills until the time was ripe for the final act. His 
small band of f ollowers flcd at our suddcn attack, and 
he was taken almost without a struggle, not ten miles 
from the city of Edelweiss. In his mad ravings we 
leamed that his chief desirc was to kill his brothcr and 
sistcr and after that to carry out the pian that haa 
long been in his mind. He was coming to Edelweiss 
for the sole purpose of entering the castle by the 
underground passagc, with murder in his heart. 
Gabriel was coming to kill the Princcss Yetive and 
Mr. Lorry. He has never f orgotten the love he bore 
for the princesse nor the hatred he owes his rivai. K 
was the duty of Captain Baldos to see that he did not 
enter the passage in the event that he eluded us in 
the hills." 

Later in the day the Princess Yetive received from 
the gaunt, hawkish old man in the fortress a signed 
statement, withdrawing his chargcs against Baldos, 
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the guard. Marlanx did not ask for Icniency; it 
was not in him io plead. If the humble withdrawal 
of charges against Baldos could mitigate the punish- 
ment he knew Yetive would impose, ali well and good. 
If it went for naught, he was prepared for the worst. 
Down there in his quarters, with wine bef ore him» 
he sat and waited for the end. He knew that there 
was but one fate for the man, great or small, who 
attacked a woman in Granstark. His only hope was 
that the princess jnight make an exception in the case 
of one who had been the head of the army - — but the 
hope was too small to cherish. 

Baldos walked forth a free man, the plaudits of 
the people in his ears. Baron Dangloss and Colonel 
Qulnnox were beside the tali guard as he carne for- 
ward to rcccive the commendations and apologies of 
Graustark's ruler and the warm promises of reward 
f rora the man he served. 

He knelt before the two rulers who were holding 
court on the veranda. The cheers of nobles, the 
shouts of soldiery, the exclamatìons of the ladies did 
not turn his confidcnt head. He was the bom knight* 
The look of triumph that he bestowed upon Beverly 
Calhoun, who lounged gracefully beside the stone 
balustrade, brought the red flying to her cheeks. He 
took something from his breast and held it gallantly; 
to his lips, before ali the assembled courtiei^. Bev- 
erly knew that it was a f aded rose ! 
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TTF. next moming a royal messenger 
carne to Count Marlanx. He bore two 
sealed letters f rom the princess. One 
briefly inf ormed him that Greneral 
Braze was bis successor as commander- 
in-chicf of the army of Graustark. 
He besitated long before opening the otber. 
It was cqually brief and to the point. The Iron 
Count's teeth carne together with a savage snap 
as he read the signature of the princess at the end. 
There was no recourse. She had struck f or Beverly 
Calhoun. He looked at bis watch. It was eleven 
o'clock. The edict gave him twenty-four hours from 
the noon of that day. The gray old libertine des- 
patchcd a messenger for bis man of affairs, a lawyer 
of high standing in Edelweiss. Together they con- 
sulted until midnight. Shortly after daybreak the 
moming following, Count Marlanx was in the train 
for Vienna, never to set f oot on Graustark*s soil again. 
He was banished and bis estates confiscated by the 
govemment. 

The ministry in Edelweiss was not slow to reopen 
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negoliations wìth Dawsbergen. A proclamatlon was 
Bent to the prime minister, settlng f orth the new order 
of affairs and suggesting the instant suspension of 
hostfle preparations and the restoration of Prince 
Dantan. Accompanying this proclamatlon went a dig- 
nìfied message from Dantan, ìnf orming his people that 
he awaited their commands. He was ready to resumé 
the throne that had been so desecrated. It would 
be hls Joy to restore Dawsbergen to its once pcaceful 
and prosperons conditlon. In the meantime the Duke 
of Mizrox despatched the news to the Princess Volga 
of Axphain» who was forced to abandon — tempo- 
rarily, at least — her desperate designs upon Grau- 
stark. The capture of Gabriel put an end to her 
transparent plans. 

'^ But she is bound to break out against us sooner 
or later and on the slìghtest provocatìon," said Yetive. 

** I daresay that a friendly alliance between Grau- 
stark and Dawsbergen will prove sufScient to check 
any ambitions she may bave along that line," said 
Ravone signlficantly. ** They are very near to each 
other now, your highness. Friends should stand to- 
gether,*' 

Beverly Calhoun was in suspense. Baldos had been 
Bent off to the frontier by Prince Dantan, carrying 
the message which could be trusted to no other. He 
accompanied the Graustark ambassadors of peace as 
Dantan's special agent. He went in the night time 
and Beverly did not see him. The week which fol- 
lowed his departure was the longest she ever spent. 
She was troubled in her heart f or f ear that he might 
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noi return, despite the dedaration she had made to 
him in one hysterical moment. It was diflicult for 
ber to keep up the show of cheerf uhiess that was ex- 
pected of her. Reticence became ber strongest char- 
acteristic. She persistently ref used to be drawn into 
a discussion of her relations with tlie abscnt one. 
Yetive was piqued by her manner at first, but wisely 
saw through the mask as time went on. She and 
Prìncc Dantan had many quiet and interestìng chats 
concerning Beverly and the erstwhile guard. The 
prince took Lorry and the princess Into bis confi- 
dence. He told them ali there was to teli about hia 
dashing friend and companion. 

Beverly and the young Princess Candace became 
fast and loving friends. The young girl's worship 
of her brother was beautiful to behold, She huddled 
dose to him on every occasion, and her dark eyes be- 
spoke adoration whenever bis name was mentioncd in 
her presence. 

** If he docsn't come back pretty soon, FU pack up 
and start for home," Beverly said to herself resent- 
f ully one day. " Then if he wants to see me he'll 
bave to come ali tho way to Washington, And l'm 
not surc that he can do it, either. He*s too disgust- 
ingly poor." 

" Wha's became o' dat Mlsteh Baldos, Miss 
Bcv'Iy?" asked Aunt Fanny in the midst of these 
sorry cogitations. " Has he tuck hit int' bis haid 
to descrt us fo* good? Seems to me he*d oughteh 
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Now, that will do, Aunt Fanny," reprimanded 
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her mlstress stemly. '^You are noi supposed to 
know an jthing about affairs of state. So don't ask." 

At last she no longer could curb her impatience and 
anxìety. She deliberately sought information from 
Prince Dantan. They were strolling in the park on 
the seventh day of her inqnisìtion. 

" Have you heard from Paul Baldos? '* she asked, 
bravely plunging into deep water. 

" He is expected here to-morrow or the next day. 
Miss Calhoun. I am ahnost as eager to see him aa 
you are,*' he replied, with a very pointed smile. 

" Almost? Well, ycs, TU confess that I «am eager 
to see him. I never knew I could long for anyone 
as much as I — Oh, well, there's no use hiding it from 
y«u. I couldn't if I tried. I care very much for 
him. You don't think it sounds silly for me to saj| 
such a thing, do you? Fve thought a great deal 
of him ever since the night at the Inn of the Hawk! 
and Raven. In my imagination I have tried to strij» 
you of your princely robes to place them upon him« 
But he is only Baldos, In spite of it ali. He knowa 
that I care for him, and I know that he cares for me. 
Perhaps he has told you." 

"Yes, he has confessed that he loves you. Miss 
Calhoim, and he laments the f act that bis love seems 
hopeless. Paul wonders in bis heart if it would be 
rìght in him to ask you to give up ali you have of 
wealth and pleasure to share a humble lot with him." 

" I love him. Isn't that enough? There is no 
wealth so great as that. But/' and she pursed her 
mouth in pathetic despair, ^' don't you think that you 
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can make a noble or somethin^ of him and give 

a station in life wortby of bis ambitions? He haa 

done so mucb f or you, you know.** 

^^ I bave notbing tbat I can glve to bim, be says. 
Paul Baldos asks only tbat be may be my cbamplon 
until tbese negotiations are ended. Tben be desires 
to be f ree to serve wbom be will. Ali tbat I can do 
18 to let bim bave bis way. He is a freelance and be 
asks no f avors, no help.'* 

** Well, I tbìnk be*8 perf ectly ridlculous about it, 
don't you? And yet, tbat is tbe very tbing I like 
in bim. I am only wondering bow we — I mean, boi« 
he is going to Uve, tbat's ali.*' 

** If I am correctly informed be stili bas severa! 
montbs to serve in tbe service for wbicb be enlisted«i 
lYou alone, I believe, bave tbe power to discbarge 
him before bis term expires," said he meaningly. 

Tbat nigbt Baldos retumed to Edelweiss, abeaS of 
Ibe Graustark delegation wbicb was comìng tbe next 
3ay with representatives from Dawsbergen. He 
brougbt tbe most glorious news from tbe frontier. 
Tbe Duke of Matz and tbe leading dignitaries bad 
heard of GabriePs capture, botb througb tbe Bappo 
boys and tbrougb a few of bis bencbmen who bad 
Btaggered into camp after tbe disaster. The newa 
tbrew tbe Dawsbergen diplomats into a deplorable 
Btate of uncertainty. Even tbe men high in authority, 
.wbile not especially depressed over tbe fall of tbeir 
fiovereign, were in doubt as to what would be the nexi 
move in tbeir series of tragedies. Almost to a man 
tbey regretted tbe f olly wbicb bad drawn tbem into 
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ilie net with Gabriel. Baldos reported that the Duke 
of Matz and a dozen of the most distinguìshed men 
in Dawsbergen were on their way to Edelweiss to com- 
plete arrangements f or peace and to lay their renun- 
dation of Gabriel before Dantan in a neutral coiirt. 
The people of Dawsbergen had been clamoring long 
for Dantan's restoration, and Baldos was commis* 
sioned to say that his return would he the signal for 
great rejoicing. He was closeted until after mid* 
night with Dantan and his sister, Lorry and Prìn- 
cess Yetive being called in at the end to bear asid 
approve of the manifesto prepared by the Prince ofi 
Dawsbergen. The next moming the word went f ortfal 
that a great banquet was to he given in the castle that 
night for Prince Dantan and the approaching noble- 
men. The prince expected to depart almost immedi- 
ately thereafter to resimie the throne in Serros. 

Baldos was wandering through the park early in 
the moming. His duties rested lightly upon his shoul- 
ders, but he was restless and dissatisfìed. The long- 
ing in his heart urged him to tum his eyes ever and 
anon toward the balcony and then to the obstinate- 
looking castle doors. The uniform of a Graustark 
guard stili graced his splendid figure. At last a 
gracef ul f orm was seen coming f rom the castle toward 
the cedars. She walked bravely, but aimlessly. That 
was plain to be seen. It was evident that she was 
and was not looking for some one. Baldos observed 
with a thrill of delight that a certain red f cather stood 
up defiantly from the band of her sailor hat. He 
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liked the wa j ber dark-blue wmlking-skirt swìshed in 
bannony with ber litbe, finn strides. 

She wos quite near before be adyanccd f rom bis 
pUce among the treet. He did noi expect ber to 
czhibit surprise or oonfusion and he was not dìsap- 
pointed. She was as cool as a brìsk sprìng moming. 
He did not oiTer bis band, but, with a fine smile of 
contentmenty bowed low and with mock servility. 

** I report f or duty, your highness,'' he said. She 
caught the ring of gladness in bis Toice. 

^^ Thcn I command you to shake hands with me,'' 
she said brightly. " You bave been away, I believe? '* 
.with a dclicious inflection. 

" Ycs, f or a ccntury or more, Pm snre." Con- 
straint fcll upon them suddenly. The hour had come 
for a definite understanding and both were conquered 
by its importancc. For the first time in his life he 
kncw the meaning of diffidence. It came over him as 
he lookcd hclplessly into the clear, gray, eamest eycs. 
" I love you for wearing that red f eather," he said 
simply. 

" And I loved you for wearing it," she answered, 
ber voice soft and tlirilling. He caught his breath 
joyously. 

" Beverly," as he bent over her, " you are my very 
life, my " 

" Don't, Paul ! " she whispered, drawing away with 
pn cmbarrassed glance about the park. There were 
pcople to be seen on ali sides. But he had f orgotten 
them. He thought only of the girl who ruled his 
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ìieaii;. Seeing the pain in his face, she hastily, even 
l>lushingly , said : ^^ It is so public, dear." 

He straightened himself with soldierly precision, 
but his voice trembled as he tried to speak cahnly in 
defiance to his eyes. " There is the grotto — see ! 
It is seclusion itself. Will you come with me? I 
must teli you ali that is in mjr heart. It will burst 
if I do not." 

Slowly they made their way to the f airy grotto deep 
in the thicket of trees. It was Yetive's favorite 
idreaming place. Dark and cool and musical with the 
rippling of waters, it was an ideal ret^eat. She 
jdropped upon the rustie bench that stood against the 
moss-covered wall of boulders. With the gentle rc- 
serve of a man who reveres as well as loves, Baldos 
stood above ber. He waited and she understood. 
How unlike most impatient lovers he was! 

** You may sit besidc me," she said with a wistf ul 
smile of acknowledgment. As he flung himself into 
the seat, his hand eagerly sought hers, his courtlj; 
reserve gone to the winds. 

" Beverly, dearest one, you never can know how 
much I love you," he whispered into ber ear. " It is 
a deathless love, unconquerable, unalterable. It is 
in my blood to love f orever. Listen to me, dear one : 
I come of a race whose love is hot and enduring. My 
people f rom time immemorial bave loved as no other 
people bave loved. They bave killed and slaughtere4 
for the sake of the glorious passion. Love is the 
religion of my people. You must, you shall believe 
me when I say that I will love you better than mj soul 
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6o long as that soul ezists. I loved you the dajr I 
met you. It has been worship silice that time." 

His passion carried her resistlessly away as the 
great waves sweep the deck of a ship at sea. She was 
out in the ocean of love, far from ali else that was 
dear to her, far from ali harbors save the mysterious 
one to which his passion was piloting her through a 
Btorm of emotion. 

*' I have longed so to hold you in my arms, Bev- 
erly — even when you were a princess and I lay in 
the hospital at Ganlook, my fevered arms hungered 
for you. There never has been a moment that my 
heart has not been reaching out in search of yours. 
You have glorificd me, dearest, by the promise you 
made a week ago. I know that you will not renounce 
that precious pledge. It is in your eyes now — the 
eyes I shall worship to the end of eternity. Teli me^. 
though, with your own lips, your own voice, that you 
will he my wife, mine to hold forever." 

For answer she placed her arms about his neck and 
buried her face against his shoulder. There were 
tears in her gray eyes and there was a sob in her 
throat. He held her dose to bis breast for an eter- 
nity, it seemed to both, neither giving voice to the 
song their hearts were singing. There was no other 
world than the f airy grotto. 

" Sweetheart, I am asking you to makc a great 
sacrifice," he said at last, bis voice hoarse but tender. 
She looked up into his face serenely. " Can you give 
up the joys, the wealth, the comforts of that home 
across the sea to share a lowly cottage with me and 
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my love? Wait, dear, — do not speak until I am 
through. You must tlmik of what your friends will 
Bay. The love and life I offer you now will not be 
like that which you always have known. It will be 
poverty and the drcgs, not riches and wine. It 
willbe " 

But she placed her hand upon his lipa, shaking ber 
head emphatically. The picture he vas painting vaa 
the same one that she had studied for days and days. 
Ita every shadow vas familiar to her, ìts every un- 
wholesome corner waa as plain as day, 

" The rest of the world may think what it likes» 
Paul," she said. " It will make no difference to me. 
I have awakened from my dream. My dream prioce 
is gone, and I iìnd that it's the real man that I love. 
What would you have me do? Give you up because 
you are poor? Or would you have me go up the lad- 
der of fame and prosperìty with you, a humble but 
adoring burdenP I know you, dear. You will not 
always be poor. They may say what they like. I 
have thought long and well, because I am not a fool. 
It is the American girl who marries the titied foreigner 
without love that is a fool. Marrying a poor man ia 
toc serious a huslness to be bandled by fools. I have 
wrìtten to my f ather, telling him that I am goìng to 
marry you," she onnounced. He gaeped with un- 
belief. 

" You have — already ? " he cried. 

" Of course. My mind bas been made up for more 
tlian a week. I told it to Aunt Fanny last nif^t.** 

"And she?** 
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^^ She almofit died, that's ali,** said she nnblush- 
ingly. " I was af raid to cable the news to father. 
He might stop me ìf he knew it in lime. A letter was 
much smarter.^ 

" You dear, dear little sacrifice,** he cried tenderly. 
** I will give ali my life to make you happy.** 

*^ I am a soldier's daughter, and I can be a soldier's 
wif e. I bave tried hard to give you up, Paul, but ] 
couldn't. You are love's soldier, dear, and it ìs a -~ 
a relief to surrender and bave it over with.** 

They fell to discussing plana for the future. It 
ali went smoothly and airily until he asked ber when 
be should go to Washington to claim ber as bis wif e. 
She gave him a startlcd, puzzled look. 

** To Washington?" she murmured, tuming very 
cold and weak. "You — you won't bave to go to 
Washington, dear ; l'U stay bere." 

" My dear Beverly, I can afford the trip," he 
laughed. " I am not an absolute paupcr. Besides, 
it is right and just that your father should give you 
to me. It is the custom of our land." She was 
nervous and uncertain. 

" But — but, Paul, there are many things to think 
of ," she f altered. 

" You mean that your father woula not consent? '* 

"Well, — he — he might be unrcasonable," she 
stammered. "And then there are my brotbers, 
Kcith and Dan. They are f ooHshly interested in me. 
Dan thinks no one is good enough for me. So does 
Keith. And father, too, for that matter, — and 
mother. You see, it's not just as if you were a grand 
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and wealthy nobleman. They may noi understancL 
We are southemers, you know. Some of them bave 
peculìar ideas about ** 

^^ Don't distress yourself so much, dearest,'' he said 
with a laugh. " Though I see your position clearlj 
— and it is not an enviable one,'* 

^^ We can go to Washin'ix)n just as soon as we are 
married," shc compromised. *^ Father has a great 
deal of influcnce over thcre. With bis help behind 

you you will soon be a power in the United " but 

bis hearty laugh checked ber eager plotting. " It'a 
nothing to laugh at, Paul/' sbe said. 

^^ I beg your pardon a thousand times. I was 
thinking of the disappointmcnt I must give you now. 
I cannot live in the United States — never. My home 
is bere. I am not bom for the strife of your land. 
They bave soldiers enough and bctter than I. It is 
in the turbulent cast that we shall live — you and I.'* 
Tears carne into ber eyes. 

" Am I not to — to go back to Washington ? " Sbe 
tried to smile. 

" When Prince Dantan says we may, perhaps." 

" Oh, he is my friend," sbe cried in great relief. 
" I can get any favor I ask of bim. Oh, Paul, Paul, I 
know that my folks will think l'm an awful fool, but 
I can't help it. I shall let you know that I intend 
to be a blissful one, at least." 

He kisscd ber time and again, out therc in the dark^ 
soft ligbt of the fairy grotto. 

'^ Before we can be married, dearest, I bave a jouz^ 



with the f're slie lovrd. " Comi 
p()st])()nccl busimss io atlciRl t( 
fcar for me. My sword is hon 
il back to you myself ." 

She shuddered and knew that i 
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HE Duke of Matz and bis assocìates 
reached Edelweiss in the aftemoon. 
Their attendants and servants carried 
luggage hearing the princely crest of 
Dawsbergen, and meant for Prince 
Dantan and his sister Candace. In 
the part of the castle set apart for the visitors 
an important consultation was held behind closed 
doors. There Dantan met his countrymen and 
permitted them to renew the pledge of f ealty that had 
been shattered by the overpowering influence of his 
mad half-brother. What took place at this secret 
meeting the outside world never knew. Only the 
happy result was made known. Prince Dantan was 
to resumé his reign over Dawsbergen, as if it never 
had been interrupted. 

The castle, brilliant from bottom to top, fiUed with 
music and laughtcr, experienced a riot of happiness 
such as it had not known in years. The war clouds 
had lifted, the simshine of contentment was breaking 
through the darkness, and there was rejoidng in the 
hearts of ali. Bright and glorious were the colora 
that made up the harmony of peaoe. Men and women 
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of high degree carne to the historic old walls, g a rbed 
in the rìches of royalty and nobility. To Bererlj 
Calhoun it was the most enchanting sight she had 
ever lookcd upon. From the gallcrìes she gazed domi 
into the halls glittering with the wealth of Grau* 
stark and \7ols conscious of a strange feeling of glorifi* 
cation. She fclt tliat she had a part in this jubilee. 
With Candacc she desccnded the grand staircase and 
minglcd with tlic resplcndcnt crowd. 

She was tlie center of attraction. Dressed in a 
simple, close-fitting gown of black Telvet, without 
an ornamenta her wliite arms and shouldcrs gleaming 
in tlie soft light from the chandcliers, slic was an 
enticing creature to be admired by mcn and women 
alikc. Two staiwart Americans felt their hearts 
bound with pride as thcy saw the conquest their coun- 
trywoman was making. Candace, hcr Constant com- 
panion in thcsc days, was consumcd with delight. 

"You are the prettiest iJiing in ali this world," 
she ecstatically whìspered into Bevcrly's ear. ** My 
brother says so, too," she addcd conclusively. Bev- 
erly was too true a woman not to revel in tliis subtle 
flattcry. 

The great banquct hall was to be thrown open at 
midniglit. Tlicre was dancing and song during the 
hours leading up to this important event. Beverly 
was entranccd. She had seen brilliant affairs at 
home, but none of them compared to this in regal 
splendor. It was the sensiious, overpowering splen- 
idor of the east. 

Prince Dantan joined the throng just before mid-> 
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night* He made bis way direct to the little drcle of 
which Beverly and Candace f ormed the center. His 
rich, full military costume gave him a new distinc- 
tion that quite overcame Beverly. They f eli into an 
animated conversation, exchanging shafts of wit that 
greatly amused those who could understand the lan- 
guage. 

** You must remember," Beverly said In rcply to one 
of B^vone's sallies, ^^ that Americans are not in the 
least awed by Europe's greatness. It has come ìq 
the pass when we cali Europe our playground. We 
now go to Europe as we go to the circus or the countj 
fair at home. It isn't much more trouble, you know, 
and we must see the sights." 

" Alasy poor Europe ! " he laughed. As he strolled 
about with ber and Candace he pointed out certain 
men to ber, asking ber to tax ber memory in the 
effort to recali their f aces if not their apparcl. She 
readily recognized in the lean, tired faces the men 
she had mct first at the Inn of the Hawk and Raven. 

" They were vagabonds then, Miss Calhoun. Now 
they are noblemen. Does the transition startle you? " 

"Isn't Baldos among them?" she asked, voicing 
the query that had been uppermost in ber mind since 
the moment when she looked down from the gal- 
leries and f ailed to see him. She was wondering how 
he would appear in court costume. 

^^ You forget that Baldos is only a guard/' he said 
kindly. 

" He is a courtier, nevertbcless,** she retorted. 

She was vaguely disappointed because he was miss* 
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ing from the sooie of splendor. It proved to 
that caste overcame ali elK in the rock-ribbed eask. 
The common man, no matter how valiant, had no place 
in such affairs as these. Her pride was sufferìng. 
She was as a queen among the noUest of the lealnu 
As the wif e of Baldos she would live in another world 
— OD the outskirts of this one of splendor and arro- 
gancc. A stubbom, defiant little frown appeared on 
her brow as she pictured herself in her mind's eye 
standing afar off with ^^the man" Baldos, looking 
at the opulence she couid not reach* Her impetuoas» 
rcbcllious little heart was thimiping bitterly as she 
considcred this single phase of the life to come* She 
was ready to cry out against the injustice of it ali. 
The little frown was portentous of deep-laid designs. 
She would break down this cruel barrier that kept 
Baldos from the fields over which prejudice alone 
held sway, Her love for him and her determina- 
tion to be bis wif e were not in the least dulled bj; 
thcsc reflections. 

The doors to the great banquet-hall were thrown 
open at last and in the disorder that f ollowed she won- 
dered who was to lead her to the f casting. The Duke 
of Mizrox claimed the Princess Candace. 

" I am to bave the honor," said someone at her side, 
and the voice was the one she least expected to bear 
utter the words. The speaker was the man who de- 
served the place beside Yetive — Prince Dantan 
himself. 

Bcwildered, her heart palpitating with various emo- 
tions, she took bis arm and allowed herself to be drawn 
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wonderingly through the massive doon. Ab tìiey 
entered» f ollowed bj tììe brillìant con^iaoj} the HUperb 
orchestra that Beverly had so often ettjoyed, began 
to play the stirring " Hands Aerosa the Sea." The 
musicians themselves seemed to bave caught the uni- 
versai feeling of joj and mirtb that was in the air, 
and played aa if inspired, their leader bowing low to 
the young American girl aa she passed. It was bis 
affectionate tribute to h^. Frince Dantan, to ha 
amazement, led ber up the entire length of the ban- 
quet ball, to the head of the royal table, gorgeous 
vith the piate of a hundred Graustark rulers, placing 
ber on bis left and next to the alightly raised 
royid chairs. Caodace was on bis right, the picture 
of bappioess. Beverly felt dìzzy, veak. She looked 
belplesslj at Frìnce Dantan. Hìs smile was puzzling. 
As if in a daze, she saw Grenfall Lorry with the 
Countcss Yvonne standing exactlj opposite to her, 
he with the others, awaiting the appearance of the 
princesa and the one who was to sit beside ber. 

Tlie music ceased, there was a husb over the room, 
and then Yetìve carne forward, magnìfìcent in ber 
royal robea, smiling and happy. A tali man in the 
uniform of an exalted army officer stood beside her, 
gold braid and bejeweied things aerosa bis breast. 
Beverly ttimed deathly white, ber 6gure stiffened and 
then relaxed. 

It was Baldoa ! 

She never knew how sbe dropped into the diair the 
Bervant held for her. Sbe onl; knew that bis dark 
eyes were smiling at her with love and mischief in 
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thcir dcpths. There was a vaguc, uncertain sound 
of chattering; somcone was talking eagerly to ber» 
but shc heard hlm noi ; there was a standing toast to 
the Frincc of Dawsbcrgen ; thcn the audacious gbost 
of Baldos was proposing a ringing response to tbe 
Princess Yetive ; the orchestra was plajing the Grau- 
stark and Dawsbcrgen national hymns. But it was 
ali OS a dream to her. At last she heard Candace 
calling to her, her face wreathed in smiles. Scores 
of eycs seemed to be looking at lier and ali of them 
werc full of amusemenL 

" Now, say that a girl can't keep a secret,'* carne 
to her cars froin the radiant sistcr of Dantan. Ra* 
vonc, at her side, spoke to her, and shc turned to him 
dizzily. 

" You first knew me as Ravonc, Miss Calhoun,** ba 
was saying geniali^'. " Then it became neccssary, by 
royal comniand, for me to bc Prince Dantan. May 
I bave tlie honor of introducing m^'self in the proper 
pcrson? I am Christobal of Rapp-Thorburg, and I 
shall bc no other than he hereafter. The friendship 
that binds me to Prince Dantan, at last in his proper 
place bcside the Princess of Graustark, is to be 
strengthened into a dearer rclationship bcfore many 
daj^s bave passed." 

" The Princess Candace ceascs to bc his sister,'* 
volunteered the Duke of Mizrox. " She is and long 
has becn his afHanccd wife." 

Enchanted and confused over ali that had occurred 
in the last few moments, Beverly murmured her heart- 
felt congratulations to the joyous couple. The or- 




"I hated you to-night, I thought," she crìed, 
taking bis face in her handa. 
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chestra had again ceased playing. Ali eyes tumed io 
Baldos, — the real Prince Dantan, — who, glass in 
handy rose to bis feet. 

*^Yoiir Royal Highness, Ladies and Grentlemen: 
Graustark and Dawsbergen are entering a new era. 
I pledge you my honor that never again shall the 
slightest misunderstanding exist between them. Theyj 
shall go f orth to their glorious destiny as one people. 
Your gracious ruler has seen fit to bestow her hand 
and affections upon an American gentleman, your 
esteemed prince consort. We ali know how loyally; 
the people have approved her choice. There is one 
present, a trusted friend of your beautiful princess, 
and lovingly called in your hearts, Beverly of Grau- 
stark. Whose example more worthy f or me to f oUow 
than that of the Princess Yeti ve? With whom could 
I better share my throne and please you more than 
with your beloved American protégé. I ask you to 
drink a toast to my betrothed, Beverly Calhoun, the 
future Princess of Dawsbergen." 

Every glass was raised and the toast drunk amidst 
ringing cheers. The military band crashed out the 
air so dear to ali Americans, especiaUy to southern 
hearts. Beverly was too overcome to speak. 

" You ali ! " she exclaimed. 

There was a tremendous commotion in the gallery. 
People were standing in their seats half frightened 
and amused, their attention attracted by the unusual 
scene. A portly negress totally unconscious of the 
sensation she was causing, her feet keeping time to 
the lively strains of music, was frantically waving a 
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red and yellow bandanna handkerchief • It was Aunt 
Fanny, and in a voice that could be heard ali over 
the banquet hall, she shouted : " Grood Lawd, honey» 
ef der ain't playin' 'Away Down South in Dixie^' 

Hooray ! Hooray ! *' 

• •' « # 

Hours latcr Beverly was mnning, confused aii3 
humbled, through the halls io ber room, when a Bwifter 
one than she carne up and checked ber flight. 

'^Beverly," cricd an eager voice. She slackeneS 
ber pace and glanccd over ber shoulder. The SBoil- 
ing, triumphant face of Baldos mei ber gaze. The 
upper hall was almost clear of people. She was 
strangely frightened, distressingly diffident. Her 
door was net far away, and she would bave reached 
it in an instant latcr had he not laid a restraining, 
compelling band upon ber arm. Then she tumed to 
face bim, her lips parted in protest. " Don't look 
at me in that way,*' he cried imploringly. " Come» 
dearest, come with me. We can be alone in the nook 
at the end of the hall. Heavens, I am the bappiest 
being in ali the world. It has tumed out as I bave 
prayed it should." 

She allowed bim to lead her to the darkened nook. 
In ber soul she was wondering why ber tongue was 
60 powerless. There were a bundred things she 
wanted to say to bim, but now that the moment had 
come she was voiceless. She only could look belp- 
lessly at bim. Joy seemed to be paralyzed within 
her; it was as if she slept and could not be awakened. 
As she sank upon the cusbion she dropped to bis knee 
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bef ore her» bis hand clasping hers with a f ervor that 
thnlled her with life« As he spoke, her pulses quick- 
ened and the blood began to race f uriously. 

"I have won your love, Beverly, by the fairest 
means. There has never been an hour in which I 
have not been struggling f or this glorious end. You 
gave yourself to me when you knew I could be noth* 
ing more than the humblest soldier. It was the sacri- 
fice of love. You will f orgive my presumption — my 
▼ery insolencc, dear one, when I teli you that my soul 
is the forfeit I pay. It ìa yours through ali etemity. 
I love you. I can give you the riches of the world as 
well as the wealth of the heart. The vagabond dies ; 
your poor humble f ollower gives way to the supplicata 
ing prince. You would have lived in a cot as the 
guardsman's wife; you will take the royal palace 
instead?" 

Beverly was herself again. The speli was gone. 
Her eyes swam with happiness and love ; the suff ering 
her pride had sustained was swept into a heap labeled 
romance, and she was rejoicing. 

** I hated you to-ni^t, I thought," she cried, tak- 
ing bis face in her hands. ^ It looked as though you 
had played a trick on me. It was mean, dear. I 
couldn't help thinking that you had used me as a 
plaything and it — it made me furious. But it is 
different now. I see, oh, so plainly. And just as 
I had resigned myself to the thought of spending the 
rest of my life in a cottage, away outside the pale 
of this glorious life ! Oh, it is like a f airy tale ! " 

^ Ah, but it was not altogether a trick, dear one. 
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There was no assurance that I oould regain tbe 
throne — noi until the yerj last. Without it I ahould 
have been the beggar instead of the prince. We 
would have livcd in a hovel» after alL F<^une was 
wìth me. I deceived you f or months, Beverlj — mj 
Bererly, but it was f or the best. In defense of mj 
honor and dignity, however» I must teli you that the 
princess has known f or many days that I am Dantan* 
I told her the truth when Chrìstobal carne that day 
with the news. It was ali well enough for me to 
pass myself off as a vagabond, but it would bave been 
unpardonable to f oist him upon her as the prince.^ 

" And shc has known for a week? " cried Beverly 
in decp chagrin. 

" And the whole court has known.'* 

" I alone was blind? " 

"As blind as the proverb. Thank God, I w«i 
your love as a vagabond. I can treasure it as the 
rlchest of my princcly possessions. You bave not 
said that you will go to my castle with me, dear.** 

She leaned forward unsteadily and he took her in 
bis eager arms. Their lips met and their eyes closed 
in the ecstasy of bliss. After a long time she lifted 
her lids and her eyes of gray looked solemniy into 
bis dark ones. 

" I bave much to ask you about, many explanations 
to demand, sir," she said threateningly. 

" By the rose that shields my heart, you shall bave 
the truth," he laughed back at her. " I am stili your 
servant. My enlistment is endless. I shall always 
serve your highness." 
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" Your higimew ! " she murmured reflectiTely. 
Theo a jojoua smile of reAlization broke orer ber 
face. " Isn't it wonderful?" 

" Do you think your brothers will let me come to 
Washington, now?" he osked teaaingly. 

*' It does seem dìfferent, doesn't it? " she munnured, 
with a strange little snùle. " You vifl come f or 
meP" 

** To the ends of the earth, your ki^meM." 
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Re-Ì8saesof thegreat literary successes of the time. Library 
size. Printed on excellent paper — ^most of them with illustra* 
tions of marked beauty — and handsomely bound in cloth. 
Prìce, 75 cents a volume, postpaid. 

LAVENDER AND OLD LACE. By Myrtle Reed. 

A charming story of a quaint corner of New England where bsrgone 
romance finds a modem paralleL One of the prettiest, sweetest, and 
quaintest of old-fashioned love stories * • • A rare book, ex* 
quisite in spirit and conception, full of delicate fancy, of tendemessi 
of ddightnil humor and spontaneity. A dainty volmne, espedally 
suitable f or a gif t. 

DOCTOR LUKE OF THE LABRADOR. By Norman 
Duncaa. With a frontispiece and inlay cover. 

How the doctor came to the bleak Labrador coast and there In sav* 
ing lif e made expiation In dignity, simplicity, humor, in sympathetic 
etchlng of a sturdy fisher people, and above ali in the ecnoes of the 
8ea, Doctor Luke is worthy of great praise. Character, humor, poi^« 
ant pathos, and the sad grotesque conjunctions of old and new civili- 
zations are expressed through tne meaium of a style that has distino* 
tion and strìkea a note of rare personality. 

THE DAY'S WORK. By Rudyard Kipling, mustrated. 

The London Mominr Post says : •* It would be hard to find better 
reading • • « the book isso varìed, so full of color and lif e from 
end to end, that few who read the first two or three stories will lay it 
down till they^ bave read the last— and the last is a veritable g^em 

♦ • • contains some of the best of his highly vivid work ♦ • • 
Kipling is a bom story-teller and a man of humor into the baigain* 

ELEANOR LEE. By Margaret E. Sangster. With a front* 
ispiece. 

A story of marrìed lif e, and attractìve picture of wedded bliss * * 
an entertaining story or a man's redemption through a woman's love 

* * * no one who knows anything of manìage or parenthood can 
read this story with eyes that are always dry » • * oroes stiaight 
to the heart of every one who knows the meaning of ** love" and 
«home." 

THE COLONEL OF THE RED HUZZARS. By John 
Reed Scott Illustrated by Clarence F. Underwood. 

''Full of absorbing charm, sustidned interest, and a wealth of 
thrilling and romantic situations. " So naivdy fresh in its handlin^, 
Bo plausible through its naturalness, that it comes like a mountam 
breeze across the far-spreading desert of similar romances." — GaMette» 
Timest Pittsburg, ^ A slap-dashing day romance."— A^rw York Sun* 
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filze. Prìnted on excellent paper^most ol tfaem with illostn- 
tions of markcd beauty — ana handsomely bound in doth. 
?rìce, 75 cents a volume, postpaid. 

THE FAIR GOD ; OR, THE LAST OF THE TZINS. 
By Lew Wallace. With illustrations by Eric Pape. 

** The story tells of the love of a native priocess for Alvaxado, and it 
b worked out with ali of Wallace's skill • • • it g;ives a fine pie- 
ture of the heroism of the Sponish conqaerorB and of the culture and 
nobility of the Aztecs.''— iVhir Vara Commercia/ AdvtrUser, 

** Ben Hur sold enormously, but Th€ Fair GodmM the best of the 
General 's stories— a powexfuland romantic treatment of the defeat àt 
Montezuma by CorXe^"^ A tàmigtim, 

THE CAPTAIN OF THE KANSAS. By Loob Tracy. 

A story of love and the salt sea— of a hdpless ship whiiled into the 
hands of cannibal Fuegians— of desperate fighting^ and tender romance, 
enhanced by the art of a master of story telline who describes with 
his wonted felicity and power of holding tne reader's attention • • • 
filled with the swing of adventure. 

A MIDNIGHT GUEST. A Detective Story. By Fred M. 
White. With a frontispiece. 

The scene of the story centeia in London and Italy. The book la 
skilfully written and makes one of the most bafflin^, mystifying, ez- 
citing detective stories ever written— cleverly keeping the suspense 
and mystery intact until the sorprising discoveries which precede 
the end. 

THE HONOUR OF SAVELLI. A Romance. By S. Levett 
Yeats. With cover and wrapper in four colora. 

Those who enjoyed Stanley We3rman*s A Gentleman qf P^&nce 
will be engrossed and captivated by this delightful romance of Italian 
histoiy. It is replete with excitin^ episodes, hair-breath escapes, 
magnifìcent sword -play, and deais with the agitating times in Italian 
history when Alexander II was Pope and the famous and infamous 
Borgìas were tottering to their fall. 

SISTER CARRIE. By Theodore Drieser. With a frontis- 
piece, and wrapper in color. Z 

in ali fiction there is probably no more graphic and poispnant stody 
of the way in which man loses his grip on life, lets his priae, hb cour- 
age, his self-i espect slip from him, and, finally, even ceases to struggle 
in the mire that has engulfed him. * * • There is more tonic vai- 
ne in Sisfer Carrie than in a whole shelfiful of sermons. 
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DARREL OF THE BLESSED ISLES. By Irving- Bach. 

eller. With Ulustrations by Arthur Keller. 




people among 

tr^f full of the odor of wood and fìeld. Wit, humor, i)athos and high 

thinking are in this book.'* — Boston Transcript, 

D'Rl AND I : A Tale of Daring Deeds in the Second War 

with the Brìtish. Being the Memoirs of Colonel Ramon 

Bell, U. S. A. By Irving Bacheller. With illustrations by 

F. C. Yohn. 

** Mr. Bacheller is admirable alike in hi9 scenes of peace and war. 

D*rì, a mighty hunter, has the same dry humor as Uncle Eb. He 

fiehts magnificenti y on the ' Lawrence,' and was among the wounded 

wnen Perry went to the * Niagara.* As a romance of early American 

hlstory it is great for the enthusiasm it creates/'— A^^ru; York Times» 

EBEN HOLDEN : A Tale of the North Country. By Irving 
Bacheller. 
" As pure as water and as ^ood as bread/'says Mr. Howells. **Read 

* Eben Holden '" is the ad vice of Mars^aret Sanjgster. *' It is a forest- 
scented, fresh-aired, bracing and wholTy Amencan story of comitry 
and town lif e. ♦ ♦ ♦ Ifin the far future our successors wish to 
know what were the real life and atmosphere in which the country 
folk that saved this nation g^rew, loved, wrought and had their being. 
they must go back to such true and zestful and poetic talea of ^fiction 
as * Eben Holden/ " says Edmund Clarence Stedman. 

SILAS STRONG: Emperor of the Woods. By Irving feach- 
eller. With a frontispiece. 
** A modem L<atherstocking, Brin^ the city dweller the aroma oi 
the pine and the music of the wind in its branches — an epic poem 

• • • forest-scented, fresh-aired, and wholly American. A stronger 
character than Eben Holden.*' — Chicago Record-Herald, 

VERGI LIUS : A Tale of the Corning of Christ By Irving 
Bacheller. 

A thrilling and beautiful story of twoyoung Roman patrìcians whose 
^reat and perilous love in the reign of Àugusius leads them througb 
tne momentous, exciting events tnat marked the year just precedine 
the birth of Christ. 

Splendid character studies of the Emperor Aug^stus, of Herod and 
his degenerate son, Antipater, and of his dau^hter"theincomparable* 
Salome. A great trìumph in the art of histoncal portrait painting. 
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BEVERLY OF GRAUSTARK. Bf Geom Bair McCm. 
dieoo. Whfa Color Frootinioce and odber fllnatratioiis 
br Hanboo Flsber. Bcantìfgl iolay pletore m ooloo ci 
Beweiìj oa the cover. 



" The mort faaàmtàim. mgnmàim and nctmcaqoeofdie tenoo*!! 





fiméM,'*—B0tUH HerailL "* * Beveriy ' is 
Biost firing flah and btood.**— ZMwvxfl^ Tmmt. "Setter tluni 
^OnxofLulk^r^MaammdExpreu, ** A tecrad <iaìte as impoe^ble 
— * Graaitark * and qnite — fXiUX\aSa&o%.^-^9oàmùm, ^II 
ing knre ftoiy weil told.''— ^m^^ 



HALF A ROGUE. By Harold MacGrath. With ffioitra. 
tions and inlay cover pictnre by Harrison Fisher. 



" Here are dezterity of plot» riancing play at witty talk,diaia£ten 

_ ^ real» spirìt aìbd ^ , 

qnick movement. ' Half a Ro^e ' is as brìsk as a horaeback ride on 



leaUy haman and hiimanly real^ spirìt and aiadoess, freshness and 



agllorioiis morning. It is as vaned as an Aprii day. It b asi _ 

■e two most channing girìs can make it. Love and honor and suo- 
ccss and ali the great things wonh fighting for and Itring lor the m« 
volved in * Half a Viogatf^—Fìaia. Press. 

THE GIRL FROM TiWS PLACE. By Charles Clark 
MuaxL \^ith illustrations by Frank T. MerrilL 

'^Fignring in the pages of this story there are sereral strong char* 
acters. Tjrpical New England folk and an espedally sturdy one, old 
Cy Walker, through whose instmmentality Chipcomes tohi^minesa 
and fortune. There is a chain of comedy, tragedy, pathos and love, 
wfaich makes a dramatic ntoij.**^ Boston Herald. 

ìHE LION and the mouse. Astoryof American Life. 
By Charles Klein, and Arthur Homblow. With illustrai 
tioQs by Stuart Travia, and Scenes from the Play. 

The novel duplicated the success of the play; in fact the book la 

Seater than the play. A portentous clash of dominant personaltiea 
At fonn the essence of tne play are necessarily toached m>on bnt 
brieflv in the short space of four acts. Ali this is narratea in the 
novel with a wealth of fascinating and absorbing detail. making it one 
of the most powerfully written andezdting works of nction given to 
the world in years. 
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Re-Ìt8ues of &e great literaiy successes of the time. Library 
tize. Printed on ezcellent paper — most of them with illustri^ 
tioDs of marked beauty — ^and handsomely bound in cloth» 
Pricer '^5 cents a volume, postpaid. 

BARBARA WINSLOW, REBEL. Bv Elizabeth Ellia. 
With iUustrations by John Rae, and colored inlay cover. 
ThefoUowiDR, takenfrom story, wiU best describe the heirinet 
A TOAST: *^o the biavest comrade in misfortane, the swoetesl 
componion in jpeace and at ali times the most coaiageoiis of women." 
•^Barhara Wtnslcw, " A romantic story, buoyant, eventi ul, and fai 
malte» of love ezactly what^the heait.oonjd desire."— Ahv York Stm» 

SUSAN. By Ernest Oldmeadow. With a odor frontispieoe 
by Frank Haviland. Medalion in color on front cover. 
Lora Raddington faUs helplessly in love with Miss Langley, idiom 
be sees in one of her walks accompanied by her maid, Susan, 
Thioogh a misappreheranon of personalities his lordship addresses 
a love missive to the maid. Susan accepts in perf ect good faith, 
•nd an epistcdvy love-makine goes on till they are disillnsioned. It 
natondly makes a droll and aeughtf ni little comedy ; and is a story 
that is particiUarly dever in the telUng. 

WHEN PATTY WENT TO COLLEGE. By Jean WA. 
< .( ster. With iUustrations by C. D. Williams. 

*The hook is a treasure."— Cétir^f/y Daily News, «'Brishl, 
ivhhnsical, and thorooffhly entertaining."— ^i^o/^ Express, ''One 
of the best stories of lite in a girl's college that has ever been wiit« 
ten."— A^. Y, Press, ''Toanywomanwnohasenjoyedthepleasiiree 
ol a coDegeriife this hook cannot fail to bringbacK many sweet recol* 
lections ; and to those who have not been to college the wit, lifhtnesa^ 
and chann of Patty are sore to be no less delightf uL "— iVf^/i^ Opiniamm 

THE MASQUERADER. By Katherine Cecil Thurstoo. 

^> With iUustrations by Qarence F. Underwood. 

* Yon can*t drop it till jrou have tnmed the last page."— CZrzwtrtiiif 
ImuUt, ** Its very andadty of motive, of ezecntion, of solntion, al* 
most takes one*s oreath away. The boldness of its denonemenl 
is sabUme."— j90>j/aif Transcrtpt, ** The Uterary hit of a generation. 
The best of it is the story deserves ali its seccess. A masterly stoiy." 
«-%Sy. Louis 'Dispatch, ^ The story is ingeniously told, and devcalf 
constmcted."— 7:1/ Dial, 

THE GAMBLER. By KaAerine CecQ Thnrstoa With 

V iUustrations by John CampbeU. 

'^Tdls of a high strung young Irish woman who has a possion te 
famhiing, inhented from a long line of sporting ancestois. She hai 
a high sense of honor, too, andthat canses comolications. She is a 
very human, lovable chaiacter, and love savesner.**— AC K Ttmu. 
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Re-inacs o£ the gieatlitetaiyOTCccfoI ottime. Lflniy 
dee. Prìated on esceUent paper^-most of thcm widi Qlasti» 
tionfl of marfced beauty— and handKXneij JkndkI in do^ 
Pricei 75 ccats a volume, postpaid. 

THE AFFAIR AT THE INN. ByICateDoi«]bs Wl^ia. 

With iUustratiooB bj Martin Justice. 
* As tuperlatiYdjr cle^er in the writmg ss it b en tertainin g in the 
reading. It ii actnal comedy of the moft aitietic sort. and it Ib 
handled with a freshness and originalitr that b anqneetionablF 
noveL"— ^«fiSMi Tramscripi, " A feast ol hnmor and good rticcr. 
yet %x^fXj pervaded by spedai sbadei of feeling, fancy, tendeniea^ 
or whimaicality. A merry thing in proec;'*-%SrL Lmds DeimoermL 

ROSE O' THE RIVER. By Kate Doo^as Wiggin. \I^A 

illustrationi by George Wri^ht 
"' Rose o' the Kiver/ a chanmng bit of aentiment, gncefolly 
written and deftly tonched with a gentle hnmor. It is adamty booc 
— daintily illuAtrated."— A>u^ York Tribune. **A wholesome, bright, 
refreshiniz story, an ideal hook to give a yonng girL" — ChMcag0 
Rtcard'Iìerald. " An idyllic story, replete with oauos and inimita- 
ble humor. As story-teliing it u perfection, and as portiait-paintiog 
it is trae to the life.' —Z^im^ MaiL 

TILLIE : A Mennonite Maid. Bv Helen R. Martin. \^th 

. illustrations by Florence Scovei Shinn. 

The little *^ Mennonite Maid " who wanders throag^ these pages 
is somethine quite new in fiction. Tillie is hun^jy for books and 
beauty and love ; and she comes into her inhentance at the end. 
** Tillie is faulty, sensitive, big-hearted, eminently human, and fiisty 
tast and.nlways lovable. Fler charm glows warmly, the story isweU 
handled, the characters skilf ully deveioped."-'7'i< Book Buyer. 

LADY ROSE'S DAUGHTER. By Mrs. Humphry Ward. 
With illustrations by Howard Chandler Christy. 
"The most marvellous work of ite wonderfulaathor.'^ASrzer York 
World. **We touch regions and attain altitudes which it b not given 
to the ordinary novelist even to approach.*' — London Times, "In 
no other story has Mrs. Ward approached the brìUiancy and vivacity 
of Lady Kosu's Daughter.*'— A^^r/A American Review, 

THE BANKER'AND THE BEAR. By Henry K. Webster. 

** An exciting and absorbing story." — uVrw York Times. '*Intense- 
ly thrilling in parts, but an nnusually good story ali through. Hiere 
is a love affair of real charm and most novel surroundings, there ia a 
mn on the bank which is almost worth a year's growth, and there is 
ali manner of exhilarating men and deeos which should bring the 
book into high and permanent favor.*' — Chicago Evening Post. 
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THE SPIRIT OF THE SERVICE. By Edith Elmer 
Wood. With illustrations by Ruf us Zogbaum. 

The standards and life of ** the new navy '* are breezily set foith 
with a genuine hnjg impossible from the most sifted *' outsider.** 
** The story of the diestruction of the ' Maine,' and of the Battle of 
Manila, are very dramatic The autbor is the dau^hter of one naval 
officer and the wife of another. Naval folks wiU nnd much to inter- 
est them in * The Sfùrit of the Service.' "—T^ Book Buyer. 

A SPECTRE OF POWER. By Charles Egbert Craddock. 

, Miss Murf ree has pictured Tennessee mountains and the mountain 
peonie in striking colors and with dramatic vividness, but goes back 
to tue time of the struggles of the French and English in the early 
tighteenth century for possession of the Cherokee territory. The 
story abounds in adventure, mjrstery, perì! and suspense. 

THE STORM CENTRE. By Charles Egbert Craddock. 

A war story ; but more of flirtation, love and courtship than of 
fighting or history. The tale is thoroughly readable and takes ita 
r^ideis again into golden Tennessee, into the atmosphere which has 
distinguished ali of Miss Murfree's novels. 

THE ADVENTURESS. By Coralie Stanton. With color 
frontispiece by Harrison Fisher, and attractive inlay cover 
in colors. 

As a penalty for her crìmes, her evil nature, her flint-like callous* 
ness, her more than inhuman cmelty, her contempt for the laws of 
God and man, she was condemned to bury her magnificent personal- 
tv, her transcendent beauty, her superhuman charms, in gilded 
obscurity at a King's lef t hand. A powerful story powerfully told. 

THE GOLDEN GREYHOUND. A Novel by Dwight 
TUton. With illustrations by E. PoUak. 

A thoroughly good story that keeps you guessing to the very end, 
and never attempts to instruct or refonn you. It is a strictly up-to- 
date story of love and mystery with wireless telegraphy and ali the 
modern improvements. The events nearly sdì take place on a big 
Atlantic liner and the romance of the deep is skìlfully made to serve 
as a setting for the romance, old as manidnd, yet always new* in- 
▼olving our hero. 



GROSSET & DUNLAP, 



NEW YORK 



i* 



A 



. ,- IL -.".♦: ■■ '7---^ .--«^j--; ? 


C'/' '..- : ^ -:-_:.•: .: .- -: -v 


\¥i.,kri -:-:'••• -- '- :•■ ^ ,..- 


Ma'. -2. .- ■'.■: r.^ .:: .. :..:::: .-:. 


h*r Tt'. c-.'.tr,-. Th^ h^r j U a y' 


Usmiir. It is a pleasÌAg book ol fi 
BaadKMMiT boond in dotb. ^ 
Hantora FWm» prwtrMt {«¥ colora 



Books by George Bai 

BREWSTER'S MILLIONS 

lÉr. Moatconciy Brewster is rec^ 
. àdOan in ooe jean in order to inhent 

be abtoliiUljr pennilsas at that time, ; 
■lOUoo in a waj that wiH commeod h 
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CASTLE CRANEYCROW 

»Tha ftoiy revolves aroand the abdnc 

womaaand the adTentnres creat* 

tide is taken from the name of an 

tinaot, the scene of her imprìsonment. 

GRAUSTARK: A Story of a Lov. 

This work has been and is to-d^ on 
Works of fiction of this decade. The i 
of Gnnstark with the hero, while trave 
oevntry, bis efforts to find her, his suc( 
tpiracies to dethrone her, and their h: 
anttrtainment which everjr type of reac 

THE SHERRODS. With iUustrati 
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NEW POPULAR EDITIONS OF 

MARY JOHNSTON'S 

NOVELS 

TO HAVE AND TO HOLD 

It was something new and startling to see an aa- 
thor's first novel sell up into the hundreds of thou- 
sands, as did this one. The ablest crìtics spoke of 
it in such terms as " Breathless interest," The high 
water mark of American fiction since Uncle Tom's 
Cabin," " Surpasses ali," « Without a rivai," " Ten- 
der and delicate," '^ As good a story of adventure as 
one can find," " The best style of love story, dean, 
pure and wholesome." 

AUDREY 

With the brilliant imagination and the splendid 
courage of youth, she has stonned the very citadel 
of adventure. Indeed it xvould be impossible to 
carry the romantic spirit any Jeeper into fiction.— 
iiAgnes Repplier. 

?RISONERS OF HOPE 

Psonounced by the critics classical, accurate, Inter* 
esting, American, originai, vigorous, tuli of move- 
ment and life, dramatic and fascinating, instinctwith 
life and passion, and preserving throughout a singti- 
larly even level ot accellence. 

Each volume handsomely bound in cloth. Laige 
12 mo. size. t^ce, 75 cents per volume, postpaid. 
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GET THE BEST OUT-DOOR STORIES 

Stewart Edward White's 

Great Novels of Western Life* 

GROSSET A DUNLAP EDITIONS 
THE BLAZED TRAIL 

Minglcfl the romance of the forest whh the l oi mu ice of 
man't beart, making a «orj that ia big and elemental, whOe 
net lacking in aweetnea and teodemcM. It is an epic of tbe 
life of tbe lombennen of tbe great forert of the Noitbwest» 
permeated by oot of door f itriiir M ^ «od tbe glory of che 
atruggle wUb nature. 

THE SILENT PLACES 

A powerful story of strenuous endeavor aad fateful privai 
tion in the frozen North, embodying also a detective story of 
much strength and skill. The author brìngs out with soie 
touch ami deep understanding tbe mystery and poetry ol Che 
stili, frost-bound forest. 

THE CLAIM JUMPERS 

A tale of a Western mining camp and the making of a man, 
with whicb a charmJng young lady bas much to do. The 
tenderfoot has a haid time of it, but meets the sitnatloi^ 
shows tbe stufi he is made of, and " wins out." 

THE WESTERNERS 

A tale of the mining camp and the Indian country, full ol 
color and thrilling incident. 

THE MAGIC FOREST: A Modem Fairy Story. 

•* No bettcr hook could be put in a young boy's hands,'* 
says the New York Sun, It is a happy blend of knowledge 
of wood life with an understanding of Indian character, as 
well as that of small boys. 

Each volume handsomcly bound in cloth. Price, seventy* 
five cents per volume, postpaid. 

GROSSET& DUNLAP, 526WEST26thST.,NHWYORK 
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TffS GROSSET AND DUNLAP SFEClAf^ 

EDITIONS OF POPULAR NO VELS TBAT 

HA VE BEEN DRAMATIZED. 

BR£WST£R'S MILLIONS: Bj George Bn 

McCutcheon. 

A clever, fasdnatìng tale, with a strikÌD|f and ub» 
usuai plot. With illustrations from the originai New 
York production of the play. 

THE LITTLE MINISTER : By J. M. Baine. 

With illustrations from the play as presenttd by 
Maude Adams, and a vignette mgold of Miss Adaas 
on the cover, 

CHECKERS : By Henry M. Blossom, Jr. 

A story of the Race Track. lUustrated with soenes 
from the plav as originally presented in New Yofk 
by Thomas W. Ross who created the stage character» 

THE CHRISTIAN : By Hall Calne. 
THE ETERNAL CITY : By Hall Caine. 

Bach has been elaborately and successf ully stagcd. 

INTHEPALACEOFTHEKING: ByF. Marion 
Crawford. » 

A love story of Old Madrid, with full page illustiar 
tions. OriginaUy played with great success byTicb 
Alien. 



JANICE MEREDITH : By Paul Leicester 

New edition with an especially attractive' cover, 
a really handsome book. Originally played by Mttiy 
Mannering, who created the title role. 

These books are handsomely bound in cloth, are 
well-made in every respect, and aside from their ue- 
usual merit as stories, are particularly inlereeti^g' ta 
those who like things theatrical. Prìce, postpaid, 
seventy-five cents each. 

Grosset & DuNL AP, 526 West 26th St., New York 





DUSLAP SFECIAL 
MD/TTOJfS OFPOPCUUt SFOVELS THéT 



MISTRESS NELUAMayT^eci. 

VUarj TflHe. (Jwaei 7aa jod Facf> 




OA fine bikl Mghff flad |m?i i fmI 

divtli. A c faOTiia g story, the di j u i ntic 

o< wbicb, M prod»xd bjr Hctirifttai Gronian, 

wa* r/ne of the conspictsoos st^:e ftuiifwir» oC 

recent jeark With m rare portrait of Ndl GvTa 

in dootone, from an en^nring of the pamtxngbf 

8if Peter Lely, as a frontispiece. 

BY RIGHI OF SWORD. 

By Arthur W. Marchmont» 

With full page illustrations. bj Powell Chase 
Thia clever and fascinatine tale has had a largo 
sale and seems as popular to-daj as when first 
p«jblif hed. It is full of action and incident and 
will arouse the keen interest of the reader at the 
rcTj start The dramatic version was very sue- 
cesnfully produced during severa! seasons by 
Ralph Stuart 

Thcse hook» are handsomely bound in cloth» 
aro well made in every respect, and aside from 
thcir unusual merit as stories, are particularly in- 
tercsting to those who like things theatricaL 
Price, postpaidy seventy-fìve cents each. 



(1K0SSKT& DuNLAP. 526 West 26thST.,NEw York: 
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THE GROSSET AND DUNLAP SPECIAL 

BDITIONS OFPOPULAR NO VELS THAT 

HA VE BEEN DRAMATIZED. 

CAPE COD FOLKS: By Sarah P. McLean Greene. 

Illustrateci with scenes from the play, as orìginally 
produced at the Boston Theatre. 

ÌF I WERE KING : By Justin Huntly McCarthy. 

lUustrations from the play, as produced by E. H* 
Sothem. 

DOROTHY VERNON OF HADDON HALL; 
By Charles Major. 

The Bertha Galland Edition, with illustrations from 
the play. 

WHEN KNIGHTHOOD WAS IN FLOWERt 

By Charles Major. 

Illustrated with scenes from the remarkably suo» 
cessful play, as presented by Julia Marlowe* 

THE VIRGINIAN : By Owen Wister. 

With full page illustrations by A. I. Keller» 
Dustin Famimi has made the play famous by his 
creation of the title role. 

THE MAN ON THEBOX:'^ByHaroldMacGrath, 

Illustrated with scenes from the play, as orì^ally 
produced in New York, by Henry E. Dixey. A piquan^ 
charming story, and the author's greatest success. 

These books are handsomely bound in cloth, are 
well-made in every respect, and aside from their un^ 
usuai merit as stories, are particularly interesting to 
those who like things theatricsd. Price, postpaid^ 
seventy-five cents each. 

Grosset & DuNLAP, 526 West 26th St., New York 
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BERETOFO&K PUBLISHED AT ti.50 

BOOKS BY JACK LONDON 

12 HO, Glotb, 75 Cnncs Eécb, Fobzpaid 
THECALLOF THE WILD: 

WAtnmtwOombf Philip R. Goodwin «idChtfkiLiTkc- 
flU»BalL Decomedbgr Charles EdwudHooper. 

«'A big itofy hi iobcr Eqflirii» aod whb tfaoff««h alt in the 

IwrnirTion • • • mwoodcrfollypeflèctbitofworlL Thedog 

advcocnres afe as ODciciaf as aof OMO*! cxploitt ooold be, and 

M r. Loodoa'0 wor kmn iii hlp il wfaoUy watMjÌBg.''^Tk§Mèm 

TarkSmu 

THE SEA WOLF: WxmmtdbfW. J. AyiwanL 

" Thit ftoTf nrely lias the pore Stcf wao u ring, the adveo- 
tmoas gUoiour, the Tenebrate itoictsm. 'Tis sorelj the story 
of tlie making of a man, the scnlpcor being Capcaxn Laisen, 
and the day, the ease-loving, well-to-do, ball-drowned man, 
to ali appearances bis lielplos pnj"^Criiic. 

THE PEOPLE OF THE ABYSS : 

A vHrid and intensely interesting picture of life, as the an- 
thor found it, in the slums of London. Not a sorvey of im- 
pressions f ormed on a slumming tonr, bat a most graphic ac- 
count of real Hfe from one who soccéedcd in getting on the 
*' inside/' More absorbing than a norel. A greaS and vital 
hook. Profusely illustiated Irom photographs. 

THE SON OF THE WOLF : 

*' Even the most listless reader will be stirred by the loxile 
force, the strong, sweeping strokes with wbich the pictures ef 
tlie northem wilds and the life therein are paiated, and the in- 
sight giren into the soni of the primitive of nature." — FlaiM 
Jjialer, Cle9elanX 

A DAUGHTER OF THE SNOWS : 

It is a hook about a woman, whose personality and pian in 
the story are likely to win for ber a host of admirers. The 
story lias the rapid morement, incident and romantic flavor 
which liave interested so many in bis tales. The illnstsalioos 
are by F. C. Yohn. 

GROSSET& DUNLAP. 526 WEST 26thST.,NEWYORK 
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STANFORD UNIVERSITY IIBRARIES 

CECIl H, GREEN UBRARV 

STANFORD, CALIFORNIA 943056004 

(415) 723-1493 

AH books moy be recalled ofier 7 days 

DATE DUE 
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